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| Frustration 


Author's Notes: 
None of this is true. Well, the situation is. But not how l'm interperting it. 


| wrote this about three years ago, posted it on Metchicks and never finished. It's still a work in progress, and 
| have inspired myself to finish it. So any comments will be appreciated as | revise what | have and will 
continue for hopefully many chapters. 


Its about the time when James was in rehab. Kirk and Lars strengthen their relationship. How everyone is 
dealing with it and each other, as well as their pasts. 


Kirk ran through the house like a madman, searching for his phone. It kept ringing, whoever it was must really 
need to talk to him. If only he could remember where he left it. Fuck.it had stopped. He went in his bedroom, 
and sat down on the bed. Then, it began to ring again. Finally, he found it underneath a pile of clothes. 


He saw on the display that it was Lars. They hadn't spoken in a couple of weeks as they had both been on 


vacation. Sighing, he answered it. 


"Hello?" Kirk sat down, preparing himself for a long conversation. No one could talk about nothing like Lars could 


And Kirk always seemed to fall prey to it. 
"Hey, did you miss me? | wasn't sure if you were still on a plane or not" Lars asked with laughter in his voice. 


"Well, it has been quieter." Kirk was actually relieved to hear him. With everything that had been going on, he 
did miss his friend. He smiled into the phone. 


"Funny." 
"How was your vacation? Did the family have a good time?" Kirk wanted to hear all about it. 


"Good man, good. I'll bring pictures tonight if you want to see them. How was your vacation?" Lars was excited 


to hang out with him later. 


"So much fun. But also really good for the soul, you know? | had to clear my head, wrap it around things. But 
so beautiful. Relaxing. I'll bring pictures, too." Kirk wanted to keep the conversation light and delve into the 


sensitive issues face to face. 
"Definitely. When did you get back?" 


"Last night. I'm unpacking and | hate it." He looked at the mess on his bed and the suitcase out in the hall and 


just groaned. 


"We'll catch up on our trips in person, can't wait to hear about it" Lars grew silent as the rock in his stomach 


just weighed him down. It was the same rock he knew Kirk felt, too. 


"Yea man, l'm excited" Kirk paused then to ask the question he knew they both wanted to ask each other. 


"So.um..yea, heard from James lately?" 


"No, | haven't, you?" He heard the sadness in Lars's voice. Fuck. Now that he brought it up, he had to tell him 
the truth. 


"Um yea, actually, | did" Kirk felt guilty even though James had called him. But he would embellish the truth a 
little bit. "He said he couldn't get a hold of you. | told him about the location of your trip and figured you were 
probably at a high elevation This was last week. He wanted to know when we would come to visit." He wasn't 
going to tell him that he only asked how Lars was, but wanted to see Kirk He wasn't ready to face him yet 
those had been his exact words to him. He would give anything for everyone to get along again 


‘Really, great." Lars said flatly. The thought of it made him very nervous. 


"So whenever you want to go Lars, let me know. And we'll do it” Kirk was hopeful. 


"Yea, I'll check my schedule." Lars tried to wave it off like it was a meaningless task. 


"Sure, sure, | understand. | for one am nervous, too. But we can't hide. We have to start somewhere. He wants 


to see us, think about it, please?" Kirk did have a point. 
"Thanks dad, for sharing today's moral lesson with me." Lars spat into the phone sarcastically. 


Ill see you later Lars, | am not doing this right now. I've got shit to do before our session" Kirk said calmly, 


but he was annoyed with his attitude at that moment. 
"Kirk.look." He realized he shouldn't have said that. 


"No, whatever, its fine. Its always about Lars. Not anyone else. Its been that way for as long as I've known 
you. Go fuck yourself. Keep hiding from the problem.it's ended up well for you so far!" Kirk hung up the 
phone, throwing it across the room. Where had all of this anger come from suddenly? For someone who just 


spent two weeks surfing, he felt even more tense then when he left. 


But it needed to be said, he couldn't hold things in anymore. If anything, that's what his present day life was 
teaching him. Wow, therapy was paying off. 


For a split second he wanted to destroy the present he'd bought Lars on his vacation. But it was too beautiful 
and rare. He knew he'd fall in love with the painting just as he had. He sighed, as he walked into the living room 
where it was. It was about to be picked up to be delivered to Lars's house when he would be at their session. 


2. Anxiety 


Author's Notes: 
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Kirk slumped down behind the steering wheel once he turned the ignition off. Lars wasn't there yet. Good, he 
wanted to see him alone before therapy began. He thought of what to say since their conversation ended on a 


sour note earlier. At a total loss, he decided to just go with the moment. 


Just then, he heard a car pull up next to his. He took a deep breath when he saw it was Lars. He got out, and 
patiently waited with his arms crossed, standing against his car. Lars emerged with a serious look on his face. 


Kirk would stand his ground. He was tired of apologizing for his feelings and wanted to be heard for once. 
"You're right" Lars whispered, approaching him. 


"What? | can't hear what you said" Kirk stuck his head out, putting his finger behind his ear. Lars grumbled 
something under his breath. 


"You were right. | can't hide. But don't push me. I'll come to you when I'm ready to go see him." Lars nervously 
played with the zipper on his hoodie. Kirk was happy for the response since James hadn't asked for him yet. He 
just told him that to test the waters and to spare his feelings. Not that he wanted to lie to him. He would tell 


Lars when the time was right, things were very fragile right now. 


"Well at least you can admit that. I'm so proud of youll" Kirk patted him on the back and then Lars pulled him 
into a hug. 


"I'm happy to see you." Lars whispered in his ear, cradling his head, he ran his fingers through his hair, then 
down his back to his hips. He lingered there until Kirk pulled away. "Man, | wish my hair would grow." He laughed 
it off, seeing he had made Kirk tense. 


"Yea, wish | could help you there. But do yourself a favor, get rid of that cologre. It makes you smell like an 


old man." Kirk made a face, laughing when Lars gave him a shocked look. 


"What are you serious? Fuck. Is it bad?" Lars whined as Kirk shook his head and started walking towards the 


door . 
"Hey, just trying to help, remember?" He waited for Lars to catch up. 


The first half of the session went well. Everyone was cheerful and in a good mood. They had talked about their 


time away from each other, shared pictures and stories. Then it was down to business. They were talking 


about what was inspiring to them as far as the music went when James came up. 


"Has anyone talked with him?" Phil asked looking from Lars to Kirk And just as Kirk was about to speak, Lars 
cut him off. 


"Well apparently, he has a new best friend to call first” He said snidely staring at Kirk. 


"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?" Kirk couldn't believe how all of a sudden he was a completely 
different person from five minutes ago. "I'm not trying to take anyone's place, but I'll always be there if you 
or him need anything. And you know that. Besides, last time | checked, the two of you are my best friends. So 


stop acting like a jealous girlfriend” Kirk took a sip of his water and tried to remain calm. 
"Ok, so tell me how it went." Phil tried to get back to the topic. 


"It was fine. We talked for a bit. He sounds good, optimistic. He wants visitors, so | was happy to hear that" 
Kirk looked at his watch, not wanting another moment of this torture. Mainly because if it was going to turn 
into a battle between the two of them, he wasn't up for it. 


"That's good, when do you think you want to go? The sooner the better. It will help his healing. | think it would 
be good for Lars, too. But tell me, why are you taking your anger out on him?" Phil waited for Lars to respond. 
"You're hurt at the fact that he seeked Kirk out instead of you first. It probably took James a lot of thought 


to make that decision. You need to stop taking your anger out for James on other people Lars." 
"Why are you jumping down my throat?" Lars scowled at him. 
"Why are you getting so defensive?" Kirk was tired of the facade he hid behind when he was scared. 


"I am not, | just felt like I'm being backed into a corner." Lars shrugged his shoulders. Kirk rolled his eyes 
because now he was getting childish. 


"Lars, | know you're scared. I've told you this before. But the only way you can move forward is to let go of 
some of these feelings. James is off bettering himself, but you're a part of it. You both are. So if you're not 
jealous or hurt or whatever it is we're accusing you of, then what is it?" Phil was really curious to see if he 


would come up with another excuse or not. 


"| don't know. I'm just fearful of a lot of different things | guess." He drummed his fingers on the arm rest of 
the couch. Pretty soon Kirk was going to lose his patience with him. 


"Lars, Phil can't help if we're not up front with him. Why are you being so difficult?" Kirk had to light a fire 


under his ass at times. 


"Stop nagging at me. You're not perfect either, so don't try to come off that way." Lars narrowed his eyes at 


Kirk. 


"| never claimed to be, | don't walk around acting all high and mighty like l'm king shit. But keep acting like this.. 
Kirk stopped right there before his emotions got the best of him. 


"Or what? I'd love to hear what you have to say." Lars puffed out his chest at him. 


"How about we take a break?" Phil intervened since this was going nowhere. It seemed like all of the progress 


they had made, went out the window. 


Kirk silently walked out of the room after the suggestion. He went outside and lit up a cigar. Lars was out 


there a minute later. 
"Oh great" He rolled his eyes as Lars walked up to him. He inhaled deeply, preparing for the next argument. 
"Look | dont want to fight" Lars whispered, his head hung low. 

"Really? Well you fooled me. What the hell is wrong with you?" He searched Lars's expression for an answer. 
"| dont know. Isn't that why we're here? He stretched his arms out in exasperation 

"Whatever it is, you can tell me. Phil doesn't have to know. How can | help? Are you mad that he wants his 
space from you right now? But if | remember correctly the last time you guys were in the same room, it 


wasn't warm and fuzzy." Kirk leaned against the wall. 


"| don't know. I'm scared. Yea, I'm mad at him. Its been two months, nothing. How is his recovery going?" Lars 


had to ask. 


"IFs going good. He was in a really low place, you have to understand that. We're not any better, just because 
we're not in rehab, you know. It's going to take him a long time. Are you ready for that?" Lars looked at him 


wide eyed. 
"What do you mean?" His heart beat faster. 


"We may have to make some very hard decisions in the future. Ones | can't make on my own" Kirk looked 


away, his hand shaking as he took a drag from his cigar. 
"Kirk, what did he say?" Lars grabbed his arm, causing him to look at him. 


"Is not what he said, more like what he didn't say. He's different, and | know that happens. But when | talked 
to him about music, Metallica was not in the equation. | told him about some ideas | had and how much he'd 
love them...And he asked me if | ever thought of recording an aloum..calone. Saying how great it would be. | told 
him no, that it was for our music and he just said it was cool. He doesn't want to hear it, and he changed the 
subject after that." Kirk had repeated that for the first time since his conversation with James. 


"Great, | already can't sleep..now he doesn't want to make music anymore? What the fuck?" Lars was so angry 
and confused. 


"Calm down, that's not what he said. | just think that before he can focus on the band, he has to get his life 


back in order." 
"Well, have you thought about it?" Lars stared into his eyes. 


"What? An album? Yea, but maybe on the side. Never in place of the band. You have to know that. I've poured 
my heart and soul into Metallica, you think I'm gonna stop now?" Kirk fought back the lump in his throat. 


"lm sorry..for earlier." Lars smiled at him. 


"Yea, just warn me when you go from normal to shithead next time, ok? You think you could be a litte nicer 


considering | haven't killed you yet?" Kirk shook his head. 


"Yea, l'm glad you haven't." Lars hugged him tightly. They stayed like that for minute until Kirk's phone was 


ringing. Lars pulled back so he could see who it was. 

"Fuck, it's Phil" He stared at his phone. 

"Do you want to go back in there?" Lars grabbed it out of his hand. 
"No, you?" Kirk let him answer it. 


"Oh, Phil, yea we don't feel like finishing today. We had a nice long talk out here. We're fine, not arguing with 
him. Yea, see you in a couple of days." He hung up, giving Kirk back his phone. 


"So, you hungry?" Kirk asked since they had extra time now. 
"Yea, | could go for some sushi." Lars patted his stomach. 
"Great..Feng or Ginza?" 


"Feng." They walked to their cars and left. 


3. Uncertainty 
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Lars picked at the last piece of sushi on his plate. He was zoning out. 


"If you're not going to eat that." Kirk moved in with his chopsticks. Lars sat up, grabbed them from his hand 
and ate the sushi. Than he smirked at him. 


"What did you mean by the comment you said before? About making decisions?" If he didn't ask, he would 
torture himself by over thinking it. 


"Lars, does everything have to be about our careers? Can't we just have a meal without this black cloud 
looming over us?" Kirk didn't really want to say what he was thinking. 


"Don't make our problems sound so small." Now he was getting defensive. 

‘lm not. Fuck Lars, we do have lives besides this. I'm tired of always moping around wondering what the fuck 
will happen next. Why can't we just take it day by day?" Kirk gulped down the rest of his beer, and slammed 
his glass on the table. 


"So you're ok. with us losing everything that we've worked so hard for? If you had to walk away, you'd be fine 
with that?" Why did Lars always have to challenge him? 


"Sometimes, we don't have a choice. But if we had to decide to replace James, or end Metallica, I'd end it" Kirk 


got choked up at that thought since it was the first time he was able to admit it. 


"What? Are you out of your mind?" Lars got in his face, yelling at him. That was when Kirk squeezed the hell 


out of his arm and moved closer. 


"Shut up, there is a photographer behind you to your left. Let's go." They threw money down on the table and 
left quickly. 


"Kirk, where are you going?" Lars chased after him. 
‘I'm not giving anyone a reason to think a damn thing is wrong.follow me." He got in his car. 


Kirk drove to a beach nearby figuring they might be safe there. It was usually secluded and he loved it there. 


Lars smiled when they pulled up, they'd had a lot of great times there. It had been a while since he had been 


there alone or with anyone else 
They walked out in silence toward the shore to sit by the water. 

"Ok, yell at me if you want" Kirk knew he wouldn't drop it 

"Are you saying you want to quit the band?" Lars put on his sunglasses 


"No, I'm saying that | don't think we could go on without James. It wouldn't be the same. I'm just trying to 


prepare for the worst.” Someone had to be realistic. 
"So you think he's going to quit?" Lars needed all of this to make sense. 
"| don't know. Anything could happen If it were you, I'd want to end it, too." Kirk played with the sand. 


"So what is so different about those situations from Cliff and Jason? Weren't they good enough? You know..to 
quit the band?" Lars did have a point. 


"I've thought about that. With Cliff, | think it was too early in our careers. That whole time was horrible, we 
were forced to take on a lot. | still can't believe that fucking tour was a priority over his death, and how we 
were just supposed to move on. Well, what | can remember from it anyway. We treated Jason like 
shit.especially in the beginning. Throwing him or some other poor, innocent guy into the band was like feeding 
him to a pack of angry lions. He took it like a man, tho. But | do think he felt like he wasn't vital to us..and 
that's one of the reasons why he left. And he wasn't vital to us..in the beginning. Except, he was more 
important to us than he'll ever know. It's too late. He was always trying to get our approval. But us, we're 
different. And if something happened to one of us, that would be it. And | think it's like that for many different 
reasons. l'm scared Lars. | don't want us to end. I'm scared for James, | hope he gets better. Not for us, but 
for him." Kirk's eyes welled up with tears. So many emotions were racing through him. There was so much he 
wanted to say, but didn't know where to start. Lars stared at him, at the way the sun shining on him made 


him look so peaceful, and sad. 


"| don't know what to say. Except that | feel the same way.| don't know if | can face James yet. If you go see 
him, l'Il understand. | won't be mad." Lars was relieved that they cleared the air about what they were thinking. 


"Yea, sure.” Kirk took off his glasses, giving him a sarcastic look. 
"Hey, | gotta go. Fatherly duties." Lars stood up. 


"Yea, | should go, too." They walked back together, but were joking around, laughing and reminiscing about the 
last time they had hung out together at the beach drunk. 


"So tomorrow, are we working?" Lars wanted to go to HQ. 


"Yea, isn't that the schedule?" Kirk asked. "Call me later." Suddenly remembering his present had been delivered. 


"Sure, sure, later." Lars drove off. 
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A couple of hours later, Kirk's phone rang. It was Lars. 
"Hello?" He asked innocently. 


"Wow.its awesome. This is the beautiful, best present.from you. Thanks. | can't tell you how much this means 
to me." Lars was speechless. 


"You're welcome. I'm glad you like it” For the first time all day, Kirk felt really good. He smiled widely. 


"I love it, thanks. Just wanted to tell you." Lars was interrupted by a crying baby. "Gotta go." And hung up. 


Kirk hung up, too, wishing he could've seen his face when he saw it for the frst time. 


4. Flashbacks 
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Later that night, Lars had trouble falling asleep again. For the past couple of weeks, it had been too hard for 
him, no matter what he did he was lucky if he had more than two hours of sound sleep. His mind was always 


going. 


He stared at the alarm clock with its bright red numbers taunting him. As much as he had drunk, it didn't 
make him sleepy. Wait, suddenly, he felt the bus being overturned, rolling like a ball. What the fuck? Falling out 
of his bunk, his face hit the floor hard, or wall, or whatever flat surface he'd meet. Then someone grabbed 
him when they stopped moving. Suddenly, he felt the cold air hit him and reality sank in... 

"Lars, wake up. Baby please." Skylar was at his side, shaking him. She felt him burning up and wasn't sure of 
what he had taken. His breathing was ragged as he struggled to breathe. He had hit his head on the nightstand 
pretty hard when he fell out of bed. 


She immediately checked for blood, any cuts. He just seemed like he'd have a nasty bump. He didn't respond to 
her, so she started to give him CPR. A couple of cycles later, he opened his eyes and turned over to his side. 


"Oh thank god" She rubbed his back as he was coughing and rubbing his eyes. 


"Wait, what happened?" He asked wondering why he was on the floor and why his wife was crying and shaking. 
"Hey.don't do that." Disoriented, he sat up, holding her tightly. 


"What pills did you take? She put her hand to his chest, feeling his heart beat 

"| took a couple of sleeping pills. And | had a horrible dream" Lars kissed her forehead, 
"What's a couple?" Now she was pissed 

"| don't know, like 4” He shrugged. 


"Are you insane? With the amount of alcohol you drank? Its a wonder you're still alive right now." She shoved 
him back and stood up. He slowly got up, suddenly feeling nauseas. 


"I haven't been able to sleep for longer than an hour lately, what was | supposed to do?" He sat on the bed. 


Damn, the room was spinning. 


"| don't know..not drink, or take 4 sleeping pills. What if next time I'm not here? And it's just you and the kids? 
Then what? You're smarter than that, Lars." Skylar went into the bathroom and shut the door. She was right. 


Lars lay back down and just tried to relax. A few minutes later, Skylar came out of the bathroom. She put a 
wet rag on his forehead, and told him to drink some water. He did and started feeling a little better. 


‘lm sorry." He said softly. She kissed him tenderly, thankful he was ok 

"How's your head? You hit it on the night stand" She felt it again, just tender. 

"Sore" He touched it and winced. 

"lIl get ice and something to cure your nausea" She kissed him again and left the room. The tiredness was 
coming back, and he tried to fight it so he could feel better. When Skylar came back, she found him asleep. She 
put his drink next to him and iced his head for a bit, his temperature seemed to be going down. 

eK 

A couple of hours later, Lars was standing out in the cold, dark night. In his t-shirt and underwear, he looked 
around for everyone. All he heard was screaming and arguing. He heard James first and went over to him. 
"What happened?" Then he stopped when he was in front of the bus. He saw a pair of legs sticking out from 
under it. "What the fuck? Who is that?" He grabbed James by his shirt, tugging. James couldn't look him in the 


eye, but wiped his tears. 


"IFs Kirk." Cliff could barely get the words out. 
OK 


"Kirk?" Lars just kept repeating his name as he slept. Then his body violently shook with anger, he woke up 
dripping with sweat and started to get up when Skylar realized he wasn't well. His fever had gotten worse, she 
helped him up and went to get a thermometer. His temperature was 105. 

‘Lars, we have to get you to the hospital" She said calmly, feeling his forehead. 

"Where's Kirk?" He just looked at her blankly. 

"What? Home, l'm sure, probably sleeping, why?" She was confused. 

"Where's Cliff then?" None of this made sense to her. The fever was making him disoriented. 


"Honey..he's gone, remember." Now he was shivering, she wrapped the bedspread around them, hugging him. 


"No, he can't be." Lars shook his head and insisted on seeing him. Skylar didn't know what to do. He needed help 


and he thought it was 1986 all over again. She could call Phil..1no, that might anger him more. Taking her phone 
into the hallway, she decided to call Kirk. 


"Don't answer that." Lani said as she kissed his chest playfully. 
"| have to. It could be important." He said in between moans. 


"More important than this?" She rolled her hips against his erection, teasing him. He rolled her over, and now 
he was on top, and grabbed his phore. 


"Hello?" He asked in a playful tone. 
"Hi, Kirk, sorry to bother you." Skylar said quietly. 


"Skylar, what's wrong?" He put his finger to his wife's lips to quiet her. He heard the frustration in her tone, 
suddenly he felt her nerves. 


Is Lars, do you think you could come over, if it's not too much trouble? | wouldn't ask but I've never seen 


him like this." She seemed frantic. 
"What happened?" Kirk got off of Lani and threw on his boxers. 


"He took 4 sleeping pills tonight and drank a whole bottle of wine.pretty fast. Then we went to sleep, he 
couldn't breathe and has a fever. He fell out of bed and hit his head on the nightstand, he wouldn't wake up. | 
gave him CPR and calmed him down. | thought his fever was going down. Well now it's 105 and he doesn't want 
to go to the hospital. He's having nightmares and | don't know what they're about since I'm more focused on 
him not having some sort of reaction to what he ingested. He keeps on asking me where you are and where 
Cliff is. | think he's dreaming of the night he died. | don't know what to do. I'm sorry Kirk" She was trying not 
to cry at that moment. 


"l'Il be there. For now just talk to him about anything but that. Stay calm, do you need anything else?" He was 


starting to slide into a pair of jeans. 


"No, | think I've got everything. Shit, the baby is crying. Actually, yea, can Lani come with you, just in case he 
does go to the hospital, because of the kids. Do you mind?" She was grateful. 


"Of course not. I'll see you soon” Kirk hung up and turned to his wife. She had been laying there patiently, 
naked and willing for him. "Get dressed, we've gotta go to Lars's house. They need our help." He explained 
everything to Lani, but felt bad for dragging her into this. 

It's ok." Kissing her husband, she pulled him down to the bed. She slid her hand into his jeans, stroking him. 


"Mmmm...not now, or we'll never leave." He rolled her nipple in between his fingers, making her moan. His other 


hand traveled in between her thighs, feeling her wetness. 


"Really? You could just fuck me hard and fast and we'll both be satisfied in a few minutes." She pulled his cock 
out of his pants and rubbed herself against him. Kirk grabbed her hips. 


"Turn around." He said pulling down his jeans. He got behind her and without warning thrust his hard cock into 
her, making her wild with desire. "Sure you won't want more?" He felt her clench him tightly as he went right 


for the target. She played with herself as he just kept going harder and faster, clinging onto her hips. 


‘lm going to come.." She said breathlessly. He gave her some slower, more precise thrusts as she convulsed 
around his cock, making him go over the edge. 


"Holy shit." Kirk fell back. 
"Yea, | told you it'd be better if we did that first" She kissed him as she wiped him clean with a towel. 


"You were right. now put clothes on before | get hard again" He finished cleaning himself and pulled his boxers 
and jeans back up. 


5. Trust 
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Kirk called Skylar when they were two minutes away. He didn't want to startle Lars or wake the kids by 
buzzing at their gate. She let them in and met them at the door. 


“Thank you guys so much for coming.” She said gratefully, hugging them both. 
"Anytime, you know that" Kirk smiled, following her and Lani into the house. 


"So, I've gotten Layne to fall asleep again, but he's got a slight cold and he's been cranky." She was carrying 
around the baby monitor clipped to her waistband of her pj bottoms. 


"Do you want me to take over if he wakes up again?" Lani went into the living room with them. 


"Yea, that would be great. Since | have Lars laying in a tub of ice cold water since he's being a stubborn ass." 
She looked to Kirk for answers. 


"Can | go see him?" Kirk was cautious since he didn't know what his frame of mind was. 


‘Of course. | should warn you, he's naked. Wait, you've seen him a thousand times." Skylar shook her head, 


forgetting. 


"Hey itll be ok" Lani squeezed her shoulder as Kirk disappeared upstairs. He opened the door to their bedroom 
and looking around saw he was still in the tub. He knocked on the door slowly. 


"Lars, hey, can | come in?" He asked in a kind voice. 

"Kirk, is that you?" Lars was happy to hear his voice. 

"Yea, but it's easier to have a conversation without a slab of solid wood between us" He turned the handle. 
"Sorry, come in" Lars had a shiver in his voice. 

"How are you feeling?" Kirk grabbed Skylar's vanity seat from the bedroom and sat next to the tub. 


"Cold." Lars started laughing. 


"I bet. So, what happened? Skylar said you had nightmares and took sleeping pills?" He wanted to help him as 
much as he could. 


"You could say that. Look, | haven't been sleeping. So, | drank a little too much wine, then took some pills before 
bed. Then | had a dream about the night of the accident. It was like | was reliving it. The way everything had 
happened. Kirk, I've never remembered it so vividly as | did this time." He stared into his dark brown eyes, 


seeing the same pain he felt. 


"There's not a day | don't think about it either." He looked away, the guilt always snuck up on him at times. 
"Ok, what happened after that?" 


"I woke up to Skylar crying over me. | guess | fell out of bed, hit my head. She gave me CPR because | wasn't 
breathing right, | was out cold Pass me the thermometer?" Lars motioned to the medicine cabinet. Kirk got up 
getting it for him. 

"How long have you been in here?" He felt his forehead, he felt like the fever had passed. 

"Long enough." Lars put the thermometer in his mouth. "I can't feel my dick let alone my legs." He mumbled. 
"Well, you're lucky you married a doctor. You better hope it went down since she's hell bent on bringing you to 
the hospital. She said you were asking for me. How come?" Kirk passed Lars his robe when he stood up, 
shivering. His fever was gone. He fixated on the naked form in front of him. His eyes raked over his chest, 
stomach and hips. Lars caught him and smiled. This was embarrassing. Kirk looked away, running his hands 


through his hair, his face was feeling hot. Why was he so flustered? And why was he letting Lars catch him? 


"Well, | guess | was delirious from being drunk and feverish that | was all fucked up." He walked into the 
bedroom and got into bed so he could warm up. 


"She made it sound like you didn't know what year it was." Kirk was worried for him. He sat next to him. 

"Well, | was a hot mess. | was convinced it was you that.that." Lars couldn't say it out loud. 

"That what?" He grabbed Lars's arm, shaking it. 

"That died, | dreamt that it was you, not Cliff" His eyes watered at the horrible thought. 

"Well it should've been me, anyway." Kirk turned away, getting up until Lars grabbed his arm. 

"No, it shouldn't have been. And it shouldn't have been Cliff, either. Kirk, it was never your fault. Are you ever 
going to put that behind you?" They stared into each other's eyes and said nothing. Then Lars grabbed the 


back of his head, pressing their foreheads together. Not sure why he did that, it just felt natural, 


‘Lars, were you trying to kill yourself?" Kirk now gripped the back of his neck, looking him dead in the eye. 


"Answer my question first.” Lars wouldn't back down, his jaw clenching. Kirk eased his grip when he saw the 


tears well up in his eyes. He just hugged his friend as tight as he could at that moment. 


"Can you honestly tell me you'll ever be able to put it behind you?" Kirk whispered trying to keep his emotions 
from getting out of hand. "All we can do is just keep learning how to live with it" Lars wiped his eyes, pulling 


away from him. 
‘Lars, answer my question" Kirk asked in a firm tone. 


"| don't know. | guess | wanted to feel numb. Instead of dealing with the shithole that's my life right now. My 
mind just..l don't know... guess..just needs a break sometimes. You can't tell me you don't feel the same way.’ 


Lars played with a thread on the bedspread. 


"Your life isn't so bad. You have a beautiful family and lots of friends. You have me. We're in this together. We 
hit rock bottom and that's something you must come to terms with. I'm trying to deal with it, too. Lars, we 
have to count on each other to get through whatever comes our way. Believe me, | wish | could snap my 
fingers and make everything perfect. And I'm not scared to say | need you as much as you need me." Kirk 


nudged his arm. 


"Thanks, that means a lot. I'm happy you're here now. You know you can tell me stuff, or yell at me..whatever 


makes you happy." Lars let everything Kirk just told him sink in 


"Just don't ever pull this shit again or I'll be the one to kill you unless Skylar gets to you first. Actually, next 
time you think you're going to do something fucked up again, call me. No matter what. | won't tell Phil" That 
last comment had them both laughing. Then Lars changed the subject and just had to tell him about some film 
he had recently seen that was life changing. 


b. Longing 
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"So, when are you guys going to have kids?" Skylar asked, holding Layne as he snuggled against her. 


"I don't know. | mean we've been married for three years now..and it's nice, just him and |. But | would like for 
it to happen soon. We're not getting any younger." Lani shrugged, but in the pit of her stomach she felt that 
ache, like something was missing. Seeing Lars and Skylar with their kids always made her feel like that. She 


didn't know why. Its not as if she wasn't happy in her marriage, because she was. 


"Well, they would be beautiful. And you guys would make great parents." Skylar offered Layne to Lari. "| have 
to get a bottle ready. He'll want it in a little bit. That way, there will be no crying. He won't wake up, don't 
worry.” Skylar quietly left the room. 


Lani held him gently and it instantly warmed her heart. Such a sweet little baby, she thought. He slept quietly, 
considering he was sick He buried his head into her arm, snuggling. If Skylar didn't come back soon, she would 


surely fall asleep with him since it was so peaceful. 


Lani thought about everything and how maybe she and Kirk should try for kids. She decided then she would 
talk to him about going off birth control. Since he never mentioned it, she probably figured he wasn't ready 
yet. For all she knew he could be ready, but didn't know how to bring it up at the moment. But there was so 
much going on right now. And he was either stressed or sad most of the time. But maybe it would be great if 
they had one, she would be even happier. 


Skylar interrupted her thoughts, quietly entering the room with the bottle. 

"So, you think they're ok?" Lani asked wondering if they had made any progress. 

"Yea, they're probably getting on each other's nerves, you know how they are. But Lars asked for him. I'll do 
whatever it takes for him to get through all of this. And | know it's hard on Kirk and James, too. But they 
need each other. | respect that" Skylar gently took Layne from Lani so she could get ready to feed him. 
"Yea, | know. | just worry about them, they're going through a lot right now. | know you do, too." Lani 
stretched, feeling how tired she was. Layne flailed and kicked his legs as he stirred, waking up. As his eyes 


opened, Skylar held the bottle, waiting for him to get fussy. 


"Even though they are going through something really dark right now, they would be lost without each other. 


l'm grateful for that since | don't know if | could handle all of Lars's emotions on my own. And his father is 
just so supportive, he's lucky. How has Kirk been, lately? Did vacation help?" Skylar rocked her son in her arms 
as he happily ate. 


"Kirk is more sensitive than I've ever known him to be. Vacation was amazing, we had a wonderful time, it was 
relaxing and romantic. But he's trying to be strong, and positive, but underneath it all he's terrified Especially 
with the documentary still being filmed But that takes guts and | think they're crazy, but I'm proud at how 
brave a move that was. To continue. Speaking of, I'm going to see how they are since you've got a hungry boy 
on your hands." Lari brushed Layne's cheek gently before she left the room. 

JE EEE EE EEE EEE EEE EEE EE EEEE EE E 


"Come in" Kirk said quietly as Lani knocked on the door. He told her to keep quiet as Lars was sleeping with his 
head on his shoulder. 


"Is he going to be alright?" She walked closer to them. 

"Well he finally fell asleep.he was all worked up. I'm going to try to get up without waking him." Kirk gently slid 
out from under him and propped up two pillows for him to settle onto. They went into the hallway together to 
go find Skylar. She walked out of Layne's room a minute later and led them downstairs. 

"Well, his fever broke and he's sleeping soundly. But you are the professional, so if you need to take him to the 
hospital.We are here for you, the kids, whatever. Call anytime, you both know that." Kirk squeezed Skylar's 
hand reassuringly. 

"I can't thank you both enough. But the nightmare..." Skylar was worried. 

"I hope he doesn't have it again" Kirk looked at the floor, biting his lip. Skylar and Lani knew not to mention it 
again. "But if he does, call me..not Phil, promise me? And if he tries to get up early, | reset his alarm when he 
was using the bathroom. Tell him get to HQ when he feels like it." 

"Are you going to be fine? Do you want us to stay?" Lani was tired, but probably not as drained as she was. 
"No, thank you both. Layne ate more than he has in the last couple of days. He's out cold and feeling better. 
You guys go home and rest you're probably still jet lagged. | appreciate everything and so does Lars. I'm going 
to sleep before his next feeding. It sounds like Lars should be fine, so I'm going to check on him." Skylar's eyes 
were heavy lidded as she hugged them both at the door. 

"ll drive." Lani grabbed the key's out of her husband's hand as they walked outside. 


"Cool." He grinned pulling her close for a sweet kiss. 


"What's that for?" Lani was pleasantly surprised, climbing into the driver's seat. 


"For coming here in the middle of the night. Thank you." He rested his head against the seat. 


"They're my friends, too. And to get through all this shit, you have to stay unified” She started the car, 


wishing she was in bed, asleep in Kirk's arms. He squeezed her thigh, staring out the window into the darkness. 


T. Conflict 
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"What the fuck?" Kirk rolled over onto his stomach, hiding his head under the pillows. The sun lit up their 
bedroom, waking him out of a deep sleep. Sliding his hand to the left, he realized Lani was up, the sheets were 
cold. The shower wasn't running, maybe she went to get a drink or something. He was drifting off to sleep 
again when he heard his phone vibrating on the night table. He grumbled when it wouldn't stop. He reached his 


arm out, searching for it, knocking it on the floor instead. 


"Maybe it's not important." he thought. But then it started again. "What the hell?" Kirk wanted to doze off 
again. Didn't want to face the sun just yet. Wait, why were the curtains pulled open already? And still, no Lani. 


‘Oh my god, it's 12:30?? | have to go, | have to get up. My alarm was set” He bolted upright and was about to 
jump out of bed when his wife walked in holding a tray full of food. 


"Hey sleepyhead" She smiled at him, setting the tray on the empty side of the bed. 


'Lani..what is all this? | overslept - like a lot. Lars is going to kill me. Oh crap, my phone, | dropped it” He was 
about to rollover to get it when Lani picked it up for him. He was so frantic, he felt hot all over. 


"Babe, it's fine. Calm down and have some breakfast with me. Here, | made your favorite coffee." She handed 


him a mug. 


"Calm down? We have work to do today, Lars and |. This is not cool. What am | going to say when we were 
supposed to film today? Sorry, | overslept? And." Lani put her finger to his lips to quiet him. She kissed his 
forehead. 


"Kirk, Lars called this morning. You were so out of it, you didn't even move when the phone rang. He said he 


wanted to take the day off, and that you should, too. | turned off the alarm clock after that." 


"What, was he ok? How did he sound? Time off? We just had a two week vacation. From what? Sitting on a 


beach and sightseeing?" He finally drank some of his coffee. 

Call him, and yes he sounded fine. He just said he was hungover from the mix he did last night. He feels like 
he was hit by a truck and wants to relax. | also think Skylar put her foot down" Lani sat next to him and took 
a bite of her bagel. 


‘Oh, wow, this smells great." He looked at the omelet and vegetarian sausage. "Thank you." He kissed her as she 


cut the omelet for them to share. 
"You're welcome. So, what do you want to do today.?" She turned to Kirk, waiting for him to swallow his food. 


| don't know. Want to go the beach? l'm up for surfing. We could go to the ranch, go horseback riding. What 
are your thoughts?" 


"Well, why don't we first start with a nice long hot shower and see after that?" Lani gave him a wink and a 


devious smile. 


"Great idea. This is delicious by the way. Thanks again" Kirk's phone rang and he groaned. He was almost sure it 
was Lars. 


"Let it go to voicemail. Eat first." Just as she said that, it rang again. 
"Oh, I'm not answering it yet" Kirk ate the rest of his sausage before finishing his bagel. 
"Man, | could use more coffee." She nudged his arm. 


"Is that a hint?" His phone rang again. "I'll go get it and | need to listen to my messages." He got up and grabbed 


their mugs. 

"Ok, sounds good." Lani grabbed the remote off her nightstand turning on the TN. 

Kirk poured himself some more coffee before sitting at the table to go through his phone. Of course it was 
Lars who had just called, along with his texts and other missed calls. He had various voicemails and some calls 
from a private number. Well, this was interesting. But first, the 20 texts from Lars. 

‘Oh, damn Lars, you must be really bored" He thought to himself. "Here goes." 

"Hey, | feel like shit today. How are you?" First message. 

"Don't worry about anything today, we'll get together tomorrow." Second message. 

"Kirk, are you still sleeping? What are you up to today? Thanks for last night." Third message. 

"Helllloooo?? Thought you wouldve responded by now." Fourth message. 

"Call me, if you're bored. Or if you miss me and need to hear my voice." Final message for the first hour. How 
was he relaxing if he was doing nothing but trying to drive Kirk crazy? The rest of the messages were just 


variations of the first few. 


Kirk checked his voicemails and wasn't shocked to have 3 from Lars alone. All of them said pretty much the 


same things as the texts. Then the next one started after 30 seconds of silence. Kirk thought it was a wrong 


number or a butt dial until the person began to speak. 


"Hi Kirk, it's uhh..Jason" Did he hear that right? He almost spat out his coffee across the table. "Yea, so | hope 
you're doing well. Ugghh, say hi to Lani for me. Anyway, | was just wondering if you wanted to, | don't know, 
talk or something? Maybe we could get together. Give me a call..if you want to. You don't have to if you don't 
want to. Look, | don't blame you for anything. | understand your side of things, but you've always been more 
level headed then the other two. | have a new number, so here it is. 555-3962. It would be nice to clear some 
of the air, right? Goodbye Kirk, and best of luck with everything." Kirk replayed the message twice more 
before he heard his wife calling for him. She set down the food tray on the island. 


"Hey honey, what's going on?" Lani grabbed her mug off the counter and poured more coffee. Kirk sat there 
stone faced, barely realizing she had walked into the room. It wasn't until Lani hugged him from behind and 


kissed the top of his head. 

"Oh, hey. You'll never in a million years believe who called me." Kirk caressed her arm gently. 

"Lars, like 50 times, right?" She sat at the table across the table from him. 

"Well yes, but no. It was...Jason" Kirk bit his lip. 

"Jason, really? What did he have to say?" Lani was intrigued. 

"He wants to talk, get together, whatever. Man, | don't know what to do." Kirk ran his hand through his hair. 


"You should work things out, see what he has to say. You haven't talked since the few times he tried therapy 
with you guys, right? I'm sure it's important. You'll hate yourself if you ignore it. Jason doesn't deserve that 
either." Lani brought up some good points. 


"Yea, | guess." He shrugged his shoulders, staring blankly at his phone. To Kirk something wasn't right. Jason 
had a tone in his voice that just made him feel apprehensive. He couldn't talk to Lars, he would freak out. It 


was still too raw for him, there was a lot anger and resentment toward Jason. 


"Take some time to figure it out. I'm going to run some errands. You can tag along if you need a distraction If 
you want to be alone that's fine, too. I'll be upstairs whatever you decide." Lani gave his hand a reassuring 


squeeze before getting out of her chair. 


"You're not mad? We were going to spend time together.” Kirk was grateful at how understanding she was. He 


stood up and walked over to her, pulling her into an embrace. 


"| would only be mad if you didn't want to deal with this. You two were very close and | know you miss him 
both personally and professionally. It was very brave of him to make an attempt at contacting you. Now you 
be brave." Lani kissed him tenderly. 


"You're right, thanks." He kissed her back. "Maybe we can go out to dinner later, or something. You pick" Kirk 
squeezed her ass playfully. 


“Alright, we'll see. Maybe | want a romantic night in with my sexy husband." She grazed his bare shoulders 
with her nails as he kissed her neck. 


"Done, great idea" He whispered in her ear. "Now go before | bend you over this table after ripping off your 
nightgown" His dick was stirring as her leq was pressed against it. 


"| would be fine with that. But you have a couple of calls to make." Lani pulled away from him. "Say hi to Lars." 
She called over her shoulder when she headed towards the stairs. Damn, that's right. It's now or never, right? 
Kirk grabbed his phone sitting down again. On the third ring, he answered. 

"Oh look who finally decided to talk to me." Lars didn't even say hello to him. 

"Well, so how are you? Me, I'm doing good" Kirk disregarded his attitude. 


"Besides this pounding headache, just fine. What are you up to?" Lars said in a nicer tone. 


"I think we might go to the beach or the ranch. Not sure, you?" Kirk wasn't going to mention anything about 
Jason yet. Not until he spoke to him. 


‘Im just bored because Skylar has me on house arrest after last night." He sounded bummed. 
"Well, can you blame her? Be careful, Lars." Kirk said in a serious tone. 
"Aww..are you worried about me? So sweet..” 


“Sometimes...yea, | am. Don't hurt yourself like that. You have a family to thank about and friends that care." 


Kirk was firm with him. 


"Listen, Kirk, | didn’t mean to scare anyone. It was me having an impulsive, selfish moment. | wasn't thinking. 
Thanks again...for last night." Lars heard the hurt in his voice and it struck a nerve. 


"Come on, you know I'll always be there. Just know I'll kick your ass next time you pull any shit” Kirk meant it. 
I'm so scared. Oh man, | gotta go. Crying baby and all" Lars sighed. 
"He's not feeling better?" 


"He's fine, probably needs a feeding. I'll talk to you later?" Lars questioned. 


"Yea man, later." Kirk said his goodbyes and hung up. He hated lying to Lars, but decided it was for the best at 


the moment. 


8 Seven months 


Author's Notes: 
Again, thank you all for reading!! Please let me kow what you think.happy reading. 


He wracked his brain trying to figure out what to say to Jason. He had to call him, the sooner the better. He 
had nothing to lose. All he had to do was pick up the phone and see what Jason wanted. Kirk was nervous as 


hell. What if they argued, or worse had nothing to say to each other? 


Lani was right, though, it took a lot of courage for Jason to call him first. If anyone, he should be the nervous 
one. But why was Kirk so torn? Was it because Lars and James were trying to turn things around? Was it 


because he was afraid it would put him in a state of depression? 


Kirk started to think about that heartbreaking day when Jason finally left. It was as if the void left in him 
from Cliff became profoundly greater than before. Lars thought the therapy would help matters, it only made 
things worse. The fighting, the tension, everything just exploded. Kirk knew the end had come very early on. The 
writing was on the wall when Jason didn't appear with them publicly at the last awards ceremony. He only 
performed and that was it. That was a slap in the face. It only caused Kirk, Lars, and James to mock the whole 
night when they accepted their award drunk, and fucking around on stage. 


Maybe that's what he was scared of, rehashing these wounds. It was one thing to be vulnerable in therapy. To 
show Lars, Bob, and Phil that side of him. But to someone he hadn't talked to in 1 months? Now that was 
different. But it had to be done. Whatever happened in the last couple of years could've been prevented, and 
that's what hurt the most. 


Kirk knew it was mostly due to James. He was learning to forgive him for it. He knew deep down James was 
going through his own journey of forgiveness and taking responsibility for what happened. He also knew he 
wasn't a saint in any of this, and neither was Lars. Life was too short, that's one lesson he had learned 


through his history with Metallica. 


He grabbed the phone while he had the urge to call Jason. Breathing deeply, he tried to calm his nerves. It was 


about to go to voicemail when Kirk heard a very calm Jason on the other end. 

"Hello?" Kirk's throat tensed up. "Hello?" Jason asked again Kirk sighed. 

Kirk?" Jason asked softly, "Is that you? If it is, it's ok, man. Speak when you're ready. If this is some weirdo 
who has the wrong number, | was just sharpening my knife collection, so don't piss me off." That comment got 


some laughter out of Kirk. 


"Don't worry, it's just me. You can put away your knives. As for the weirdo part, jury's still out” Kirk finally 


said. "Hi, how are you?" He asked. 

‘lm good, how are you? And be honest, don't give me any bullshit" Jason was relieved to be talking to him. 
"Is been a rollercoaster. Some days are better than others. And I'm sure you've heard about James, right?" 
"Yea, | have. | hope he's doing good. Have you seen him?" Jason asked curiously. 

"No, but soon. He doesn't want visitors right now." 

"Oh well, | imagine that's hard on everyone." 


"A little bit. What's going on with you?" Kirk sensed the weird vibe Jason gave him and changed the subject. He 
felt protective. 


"Well, actually, that's one of the reasons why | wanted to call you in the first place. My band is doing good, and 


| don't know if you'd be interested in seeing us play sometime." Jason was only telling half the truth. 


"Jason, | don't know. | have a lot to think about. | honestly can't give you an answer right now." Kirk wasn't sure 


when he'd be able to handle seeing him play. 

"No, | understand. If you ever want to.kd be honored" Jason didn't think he'd refuse so quickly. 
"Yea, so have you seen any good movies lately?" Kirk tried to fill the awkward silence. 

"You're funny. But there's another reason why I called" Jason's voice got quiet 


"What's that? Hey, if there's anything you left behind, let me know, please. | thought we'd sent everything." 
Kirk's stomach felt tight with nerves. 


"No Kirk, thats not it. But when do you think you might have some free time?" He hoped it wasn't for a couple 


of weeks, so he could prepare himself 

"Well, today's good. Unless you're busy” Now he wanted to know what was up. 
"Oh.ugh.! didn't think you'd be up to it" Jason stuttered. 

"| may be feeling a thousand emotions a day, but I'm not made of glass." 

"Sorry, ok. so lI see you soon, then?" Jason hoped it wasn't this weird face to face. 


"Yea, I've gotta shower and I'll be on my way. Do you want me to grab lunch for us?" 


"Sounds good. Well, | mean, if you're going to be near that awesome taco place..if you're in the mood that is." 
"Sure, Jason. Same order, right?" Kirk shook his head. 


‘Cool, you remember it? Thanks, and I've got plenty of beer, or anything else. I'll see you soon" Jason felt 
nervous again. What did he just ask for? 


"Yea, I'll call you when I'm close by." Kirk hung up then. His mind was racing, but he figured he could try to 
sort things out on the 40 minute drive to Jason's house. He headed upstairs. 


"Hey, I've gotta shower, then I'm going out..” Kirk said nonchalantly. 


‘Out, what outside? Are you going shopping, surfing, what?" Lani was putting on some jewelry when she seemed 


to be struggling with a necklace. 


"No, I'm going to see Jason" Kirk said calmly as he took the necklace from her and clasped it behind her neck. 


She grabbed a hold of his hand and turned to face him. 

"Before you couldn't call him and now you're going to see him? What changed?" She raised an eye brow at him. 
"Something is up. Besides, | thought you'd be happy to hear that" Now he would doubt if his decision was right. 
"No, | am proud. But what's wrong? Besides you being nervous, I'm sure." She saw that look in his eyes. 


"Well, | intend to find out. I'll call you when I'm on my way back home. It might be late." Kirk wrapped his arms 
around her waist. 


"l'Il be up, waiting to hear all about everything." She put her arms around his neck. 
"What about our romantic night?" He kissed her softly. 
"We can still have it” She giggled, batting her eyelashes at him. 


"Really, well I'll make sure we don't get carried away then. You look beautiful by the way." He ran his fingers 
through her long straight hair. 


"Thank you. Now, | have to get going. See, you half naked and warm, with nothing on but very thin boxers is 
very irresistible. | love you." Lani kissed him slowly and deeply, her tongue exploring his mouth. He pulled her 


closer. 


"Jesus, kiss me like that again, no one is going anywhere." He slid his hand over ass, squeezing lightly. He sighed. 


"So, where are you off to?" 


"Drop off some dry cleaning, then to see my parents. I'm bringing them these wonderful gifts we bought for 


them on vacation." 


"Give them my love! Don't we have to make plans with them soon? Love you, too babe." By now he was talking 


to her from the bathroom. 


"Good luck Kirk!!" She called to him from the bedroom door. 
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About 20 minutes later, Kirk was calling the restaurant to place the order for their lunch. He ran around his 
bedroom looking for his other flip flop. "Damn, where did | put it?" He tore apart the closet, looked under the 
bed. Annoyed, he picked another pair then threw on a light blue tee shirt. Kirk went down to the kitchen and 

grabbed a bottle of water before heading out the door. 


Another I5 minutes and he was on the highway headed to Jason's after picking up their food. The whole time 
he thought of the conversation earlier and how it sounded like he was hinting at something huge. Kirk didn't 
want to argue, but he had a feeling something serious had happened. 


Maybe he was sick? No, he knew it couldn't be that. Maybe he was getting married? That could be a 
possibility. Yea, he hoped that's what it was. That would be great for him. However, after he'd been once 
divorced, he always said it would take a lot for him to re-marry. Maybe he was moving out of the country. 
Maybe James wasn't really in rehab and this was all a conspiracy. Together, they would start a new band and 


James was leaving Metallica, too. Now that was absurd. 


"What the fuck is wrong with me?" Kirk turned on the radio. He decided to light up the cigar he clipped before 
he left the house. That would ease his mind until he got to Jason's. He totally got lost in the jazz music making 
the ride a lot smoother. A few minutes later, his phone was ringing on the seat. Grabbing it, of course it was 


Lars. 


Doesn't he have a hobby? He let the voicemail pick it up. Settling back into the music, he put the phone on 


silent. 


Before he knew it, he was about |5 minutes away and decided to call Jason. He sounded even more nervous 
than when they had talked earlier, even stuttering. Now that triggered Kirk's anxiety again. He decided he would 


just let Jason tell him what he needed to without pressuring him. 


4. Slap in the face 
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He made his way up the driveway to see Jason in the doorway, waiting. 
"Hey man," he shouted when Kirk got out of his car. He waved to him, smiling. 


"Hi Jason" He followed him into the house as they headed to the kitchen Kirk put the food on the table and 
they just hugged for a good, long minute. 


‘Its really great to see you." Jason patted his back 

"Yea, same here. You look good." Kirk smiled from ear to ear. 

"You too, still doing yoga and surfing?" Jason could tell he was in really great shape. 

"Every chance | get" Kirk nodded. "I've missed you." He said softly. 

"Kirk, I've missed you, too. After today, we can't lose touch again, deal?" He looked him in the eye. 
"Deal." That was a such a relief to Kirk 

"Cool. So, you want to hang out on the deck, or in the living room?" Jason handed him a beer. 

"Outside is cool, it's a nice day." Kirk gestured toward the deck. 

"Hungry? Because that smells as amazing as the last time we, you know..yea" Jason looked at the floor. 


"Last time we had dinner there and got wasted? Yea, | thought so, too." Kirk patted his shoulder. "Come on, still 
got that stereo out there?" He followed him to the door. 


"You know it. Glad you mentioned it because there's this album you have to check out." Jason was happy they 


were able to slowly get through some of the awkwardness. 


Halfway through their lunch the conversation was lively and energetic. It felt good to catch up and reminisce a 
bit. At the moment Kirk was all excited telling him about some of his recent surfing adventures. Jason seemed 


to be enjoying the stories. 


In turn, he was telling Kirk about all of the new music he'd been working on. About the band and how well he 
was connecting with everyone. It made him sad, he missed Jason. He missed being able to jam with him and the 
others. He missed just doing nothing like they were right now, he missed the brotherly bond they used to have. 
That void in his heart was aching. Kirk hoped that today could be a start in repairing that bond. But, he was 


happy Jason seemed to be moving on. He was passionate and really going after his ambitions, good for him. 


But there was still something that wasn't quite right, he knew it. Now, sitting there with him, it was intensified. 
He would be patient and see how this all played out. Kirk kept the conversation on his knew projects as he was 


genuinely interested. 
"Want another beer?" Jason got up from his chair and grabbed the empty bottles. 
"Yea, thanks." Kirk glanced at his watch surprised to see an hour had flown by already. 


"So, tell me what you've been working on. What's the creative energy like? Have you bought any cool new 


instruments lately?" Jason handed him another beer. 


"Oh yea, a couple." Kirk launched into how he acquired two vintage guitars. "Oh, | wish you could see them, they 


sound amazing. Come over next week if you want." He hoped Jason would agree. 


"Sure, I'd like that a lot" Jason took a sip of his beer. "Oh, so before you were telling me about your vacation, 
you never finished. You told me about the surfing and all that, what sights did you see?" Jason could tell Kirk 
didn't really want to talk about any progress the band had or hadn't made since he left. He respected that and 
figured when he was ready. Jason wanted everything to work out for the rest of the band and hoped they 
could fix things. 


About two more beers and another hour had gone by before Kirk got up to pee for the second time. When he 
came outside with a new beer for each of them, Jason's expression turned really serious. Kirk sat back down 


and waited to see where this was going to lead. At least he was nice and buzzed. Jason took a deep breath. 


"Hey Kirk, | have to talk to you about something. Now, what I'm about to tell you doesn't change how | feel 
about you as a friend. | truly want you to know that it's not the only reason why | called you either. l'm happy 
you're here. If you only knew how much | missed you, and Lars, and even James. | wish | could change what 
happened" Jason played with a thread on his shorts, hands shaking. 


"Then why did you leave? Whatever it was it can't be as bad as what's going on now. We didn't even know 
James was in rehab until a few weeks ago. And he's only contacted me. He won't even talk to Lars right now, 
he's not ready. And he won't admit it, but he's broken because of it. And we're all trying. Bob even goes to 
therapy with us sometimes. So, | hope your reason is really fucking good. Because | have a feeling that if you'd 
stayed we could work out the Echobrain situation with James. But you bolted.things got really shitty and you 
bailed. How bad could it have been?" He slammed his hand on the table. 


"You don't have to live with the guilt of your best friend dying every day, knowing it should have been you. | 


never hope to see James or Lars in such bad shape ever again for as long as | live. How's that for things 
getting shitty? But we rose from it, as best as we could, and tried every day just to be able to sleep let alone 
function" Kirk just let go of all the emotions he was burying inside him for the past year or so, since all the 


fighting and negativity had been at its worst. 


"Kirk listen, its not what you think. | didn't leave only because of Echobrain. You might want to sit down" He 


put a hand on Kirk's arm. In his moment of rage, he had stood up and was towering over Jason. 


"So, what is it? Because I've been beating myself up sometimes trying to think of ways to fix things.” Kirk was 
trying not to lose patience. 


"There's no fixing what I'm about to tell you." Jason guzzled half of his beer in one gulp. His voice was shaky. 
"Jason, what is it?" Kirk was genuinely concerned as he saw all the color fade from his face. 


"James and | we had..oh god." Jason put his head in his hands. "How do | say this?" He thought he was going to 
be sick. 


"You and James what? Fought? What happened?" Kirk shook his arm. "You can tell me." 


"You're not going to like it" Jason's eyes were watering. But he had to be honest. "| know James will probably 
come clean with you because of rehab. He has to tell you guys, but l'm just preparing you. You want to punch 
me when I'm done, fine. You want to scream at me or laugh it off, great. | don't care. Just know that if you 
never speak to me again, I'll understand. And I'd rather have you be mad at me and hate me than James. You'll 
have to work closely with him for who knows how long, until you're 80? It's only fair." Jason nodded to 


reassure himself. 


"You're scaring me. Will you please just tell me what happened?" Kirk bit his lip, getting really antsy by the 


second. 


"Well, it all started back a few years ago. James and |, we..umm, we slept together." Jason said quietly. Kirk 


almost choked on his beer. 
"What?" He felt like he had been punched in the gut. His mind was scattered now trying to think of the past. 


"Yea, well it didn't end there. We had a relationship up until last year." Jason picked at a hangnail to distract 


him from his erratic heartbeat. 
"A relationship?" Kirk's voice was shaking with tension. 


"Yes, we loved each other. And yes, we were fucking right under your noses.” Jason was feeling a little relieved 


in getting all of this out, but there was a lot more to tell. 


"Well, isn't that fucking cozy? That's why you left? Did you have an argument? Did you break up? I'd love to 
know." Kirk was now pacing back and forth trying to keep his anger at bay. 


| wish that was all. You want to know why James is in rehab? Why he hasn't really talked to you guys since?" 
Jason piqued his curiosity. 
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"This better be fucking good" Kirk had a fire in his eyes. He took deep breaths to stay calm. 


Its because we got caught. Fran found out. She caught us one time when she surprised James on tour." Jason 


watched Kirk and just sat there, waiting for a reaction. 


"She caught you and what happened?" He tried to pinpoint the exact time frame so this could all make sense. 
This was like some alternate reality. "That was a while ago. James has been in rehab since June, its now 


August. Something is missing here, Jason what happened?" Kirk leaned against the deck railing. 


"Well, after some fighting and a lot of yelling, she left the next day. We were on tour, so it's not like he could 
just follow her home. It wasn't until he fucked up his back and missed those shows that they talked things 


out." 


‘Ok, well why did he wait to get help? Were you guys still.together?" It would take a while for Kirk to process 
everything. 


"We were, and we covered it up. Fran saw it as another roll in the hay for James. She thought we were just 
fuck buddies. She knew about the groupies remember? So, they worked on their marriage, as much as they 

could. But it got worse between them with his drinking and everything else. Throw me into the mix and all of 
the arguing over my side projects and you have a great big tornado." Jason finished his beer and walked over 


to Kirk. 
"So, that was the ultimatum she gave him?" Kirk was confused. 


"Well, he was taking pills and drinking a lot. She'd kicked him out a bunch of times, but always took him back. 
You know that. | knew she didn't trust us together. She told him if he didn't get clean, they were done. | decided 
to leave the band. If | had stayed, we would've worked out the musical issues. But, we had broken things off by 
Christmas. The tension was getting worse between them, and us. In the long run it was better for everyone. 
Kirk, l'm sorry. But if things had kept going in that direction, there would be no more Metallica. Or, we would've 
killed each other." Jason realized how crazy this all sounded as he said it out loud for the first time. 


‘Oh, how humble of you. So, you want to tell me this was all a way of protecting us? That's pretty screwed 
up.” Kirk shoved him in the chest as he said that. 


"What would you have done? If everything around you had crumbled, what would you do? If you and Lani had 
kids and you risked losing them? What if you were an alcoholic? James is trying to do everything to get his 
life back in order. | know you understand that” Jason felt his anger emanating off of him. 

lm not faulting James for getting help. I'm proud of him for that. But I'm pissed that you both lied. This is 
serious, Jason. This is a huge pile of well.shit!! This is crazy! So that's why you and your girlfriend broke up? 


You were living together then all of a sudden.she's gone!" Kirk crinkled his nose at his epiphany. 


"Yea, that's why she left. Fran told her. The second she got back home after finding us. | came home from 


tour and she was gone. Haven't heard from her since." Jason felt really ashamed just then. 


"Just when | thought things couldn't get any crazier. This takes the cake." Kirk just shook his head taking it all 


in 

"Like you've never cheated." He knew he had. 

"Not on Lani." Kirk would hit him if he crossed that line. 

"But on Rebecca, and every other chick in between your marriages?" Jason cocked an eyebrow. 
"Yea, but we divorcing. And the others, not serious." Kirk shrugged it off. 


"If it meant helping his marriage and the band, | won't ever regret leaving, Kirk. But | wish it hadn't happened 
the way it did" 


"Do you love him?" Kirk came out of nowhere with that. But he was curious. 

"What?" Jason was caught off guard. 

"Do you still love James?" He looked him in the eye. 

"Yea, I'd be lying if | said otherwise. l'm always going to love him." Jason said softly with a sadness in his voice. 
"How did it start, you know, with you guys?" Kirk had to know now, the curiosity drove him nuts. 

"God, not sure. | think one night we were really tired after a show, or recording, something. But where were 
you and Lars? That's it, we were recording for Garage. You and Lars needed a break, so you went to pick up 
dinner for us all. James and | were alone, talking and the two of you came up." Jason hoped Kirk wouldn't get 
more upset by what he would say next. 


"We came up how? What did Lars and | have to do with you guys having sex?" Kirk hung on his every word. 


"We were talking about how you used to kiss all the time and you hadn't in a while. | told him it was just a 


phase. He wondered if there was an attraction between you two. | told him how | wondered if you just woke up 
one day and thought it was a good idea. ' Like, | think I'm going shove my tongue down my friend's throat for 
the cameras: So, he asked me to try it. James wanted to see what was so special about kissing another guy. 


Before | knew it, our mouths were inches apart and | was wrapping my arms around his neck. We kissed and 


that's all it took." Jason got hot thinking about that kiss. 
"You guys didn't fuck right there, did you?" Kirk looked sceeved out. 
"No, that didn't happen until later on" Jason gave a small laugh. 


"What's it like? | mean, were you always attracted to James? Was kissing him weird at first?" Kirk sat back 
down now that he opened up a can of words. This was all still settling in his mind. Never did he think either one 
of them would or could be bisexual. Especially James since he used to fight with him and Lars whenever they 


got cozy with each other. 


"The kiss was awkward, sure. But after the next few, it became easier. Look, if you really want to know, at 
first, | didn't know | was attracted to him until he kissed me. That night, | jerked off because of it. And he 


made all the first moves. James told me he wanted me for years." Kirk was shocked to hear this about him. 
"Really, that long, huh?" He stroked his chin in thought. 


"But its weird becouse we didn't have that chemistry between us, you know? | mean, leading up to that kiss, 
let alone anything else. It went from 0-60 very quickly. We connected as people, as friends, sure. But it was 


be back" Jason got up and grabbed the empty bottles. 


Kirk rubbed his temples, letting everything sink in. Lars, was he out of his mind? There was no way anything 
would ever, or could ever happened. That ship had sailed a long time ago. He laughed at the thought. 


"Me and Lars, come on Jason He's annoying at times and I'm not interested. He's one of my best friends, you 


know that. We're close sometimes." Kirk said when he came back outside with a couple of more beers. 


"Kirk, I'm surprised you weren't fucking during Load and all that. You two were so horny for each other. You 
can honestly look me in the eye and tell me nothing excluding kissing- because you did it constantly, ever 


happened with you guys?" Jason didn't believe it. 


'It was fun, we loved fucking with people. Do | need to keep explaining it until | die? Honestly, he's a great kisser, 


but that's it Jason" Kirk hadn't thought of this in a long time. 


"Well, with all the dick grabbing pictures and seeing it in person, | don't know, it sure fooled me. But, if anything 
happens with you guys, just be careful. Don't get caught." Kirk was staring off into the distance watching some 


bird in a nearby tree. He needed to change the conversation back. 


"Would you still be together if you hadn't been caught?" He thought they could be. 
"Who knows, maybe?" Jason shrugged. 
"I really am curious, but was the sex good?" Kirk asked nervously. 


"Do you want me to be totally honest? Well, for me, it was the best sex I've ever had. With anyone. Yea, it 
was weird at first, awkward. But damn, was it hot. | could give myself entirely to James, never holding anything 
back. You probably don't want to hear this, but he is really fucking good in bed" Jason felt his shorts get tight 
just thinking about it. 


"Wow, that's great, | guess." Kirk was in shock since he wasn't expecting that answer. 


"So, you're wondering about sex with a guy? Have you thought about it with Lars?" Why wouldn't he drop 
this? Maybe the beer was getting to him. At least he wasn't the one driving anywhere. 


"I told you, I'm not interested” Kirk cleared his throat. 


"Bullshit. All that kissing, flirting, rubbing on each other, and you never wanted to? Your dick got hard, | know it 
did. You two were so turned on, you could smell it." Jason just wanted him to admit how attracted they were 


to each other. 


"Jason, enough." Kirk slammed his hands on the table. "No, | don't plan on fucking Lars. Not now, not ever!!" His 


anger was brewing. 


"Ok, so next time you two are alone at your house late, think of this. You're relaxing, drinking, watching a 
movie in your dark living room. You're sitting together on your comfy, leather couch. Lars puts his head on 
your shoulder, as I've seen him do before. You move closer so his head doesn't slip off. Tell me who kisses who 
first? Before you know it, he's on top of you running his hands under your shirt, tickling your chest. You grab 
his ass and he straddles you so you're grinding together, slowly teasing each other. Would you push him off? 
Or would you let him unbuckle your belt? I'm not attracted to neither one of you, and | would keep grinding, 


against a hard, hot cock" Holy shit, Jason had him feeling all worked up and thinking about sex more than usual. 


"Jason, please, no more talk about sex with Lars." Kirk said calmly, trying to fight the growing bulge in his 
shorts. Thank god they were baggy. His mouth was dry because that's all he could think about now. 
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"| know you're attracted to him. Don't deny it. | saw the way you always looked at each other. Even after you 
stopped kissing onscreen. He still looks at you like that. | remember the way he babied you after your appendix 
surgery. He wants you Kirk, | think you know that. Part of you wants him, too." Jason drummed his fingers on 


the table. He didn't care if he was mad, but somebody needed to point this out. 


"Fine, you want me to say | love Lars? Will that make you happy?" Kirk got up to go inside. He needed a 
moment to collect his emotions. Jason sat in silence for what seemed like a long time when he figured Kirk 


wasn't coming back out there. 


"Kirk? Hey man, l'm sorry." He went looking for him. He found him in the living room, looking through his books 
on the coffee table. 


"Jason, | don't want to talk about Lars, or our chemistry, or whatever. | want to tell you l'm hurt by 
everything. I'm confused, and angry. Its going to take some time for me to process things. | have no idea how 
to get past this. | don't know how to face James or anyone else knowing all of this. So please, enough about my 


past with Lars." Kirk was just so emotionally spent at that moment. 


"Look, | didn't mean to start anything. | was just pointing out my observations.” Jason felt embarrassed for 
what happened. 


"No, you were trying to make light of the situation A very heavy, serious situation. By shifting the focus to 


me, you're trying to trivialize what happened. It only pissed me off" He wanted to leave. 


"Kirk, I'm sorry. Just forget | said anything. | mean about you and Lars. | was out of line. If you have any more 
questions about James and |, ask If you need to talk about it to move on from these events, then we can talk 
anytime. I'm still trying to move on. If you want to know the truth, you're the first person I've told all of this 


to." Jason sat on the couch next to Kirk. 


"Yea, but next time you have some earth shattering news, don't be a douche to the person you're coming 
clean to. Just some advice. | will say, it took some big balls to tell me. Thanks for your honesty. If you think l'm 
going to write you off, lm not. We'll always be friends, Jason | meant what | said about hanging out again, 


soon" He patted Jason's shoulder reassuringly. 


"Thanks Kirk. For always being so great about anything. | don't know where you get your patience." Jason was 
grateful. 


"I've known James and Lars for half my life. If that's not a lesson in patience, | don't know what is. But, I've 


gotta get going. It's getting late and | don't want to hit crazy traffic" Kirk stood up, heading towards the door. 


"Yea, and thanks again for coming. | really did enjoy seeing you." Jason smiled, 


"Me too, Jay, me too. I'll call you. That was the only crazy thing you had to tell me, right?" He pulled his keys 
out of his pocket. 


"Yea man, it was. Have an easy ride home." He hugged Kirk 


"Yea, thanks." Kirk nodded before he went to his car. Settling into his seat, he closed his eyes, putting his head 
back. 


He analyzed the conversation in his head. Jason and James were together. As in a couple, this was insane. He 


was interrupted by his phone beeping. 


"Shit." He grabbed it, seeing he had a ton of missed calls and messages. Kirk called his wife to check in, letting 
her know he was on his way home. Then, he texted Lars saying he was busy with Lani and they'd talk 
tomorrow. After a couple of messages back and forth, Lars left him alone. Right now was not the time to tell 


him any of this. 


Lars, what would he do about him? Why was Jason so obsessed with them being, or not being together? All 
Kirk could think about at the moment was Fran and the kids. He felt bad for them. He really hoped they could 
repair their marriage. Fran didn't deserve this. The whole ride home, his mind was in IOO different places. How 
the hell did James grovel his way back after getting caught fucking Jason? That must've been an interesting 


moment. 


How could he face James? How long could they keep this from Lars? Kirk knew he had a right to know. But 
who would tell him? As it was, Jason is still a really sore spot with Lars. Getting the two of them together in 
the near future was unlikely. Unless when he visits James, maybe he can get some insight on the situation 
Maybe he can get James to come clean with Lars. Lars, why couldn't he stop thinking about him, about their 
past? Was it a missed opportunity? One thing he decided on was taking everything day by day. 


Kirk got home about a half hour later. He was greeted at the door by their super excited dogs. As he gave 


them love and affection, he tried to make it further into the house to see what Lani was up to. 


"In here Kirk!" Lani called to him from the kitchen. He took a deep breath, inhaling what she was cooking. 


"Hey, how was your day?" He walked over to kiss her hello. 


"Great. My parents miss you and loved the presents. We had a nice afternoon Hey, will you peel these 
cucumbers?" She handed him the peeler. "Tell me about Jason. | hope things weren't too awkward. How is he?" 


She smiled and took a sip of her wine. 


"Yea, | miss your parents, too. I'll have to go see them in the next week. I'm happy you had a good time. But, 
Jason, yea, he's good. He has some projects he's working on. He even invited me to go see his band play." Kirk 
grabbed a cutting board and sliced the onion she'd set aside for a salad. 


"Really? | bet that took some courage. What are you going to do?" She asked as she minced some garlic. 


| told him, not at the moment, | need time. But otherwise, he's doing alright." Kirk gave her a nervous smile, 


really concentrating on chopping veggies. 


"Just alright? Did something else happen, is everything good with him?" Lani noticed how evasive his response 


was. 


| mean, besides me finding out exactly why he left the band, yea everything is perfect." Kirk nervously 
grabbed the bottle of wine on the counter and chugged a good portion of it in one gulp. He knew he could trust 
her with this very sensitive information 


"What do you mean, | thought it was because of the Echobrain record and James." 


"It was because of James alright." Kirk snickered. 


"Did he beat him up afterschool or something?" Lani joked. 


"I wish. Actually, the opposite." He shook his head. 


"Will you just tell me?" She leaned against the counter, giving him her full attention 


"Here goes..." Kirk said. "Ok, this is crazy and I'm still processing it. But he slept with James. He slept with 


James and Fran caught them." Kirk drank some more wine, out of the bottle. 


"Did you just say he slept with James, or am | crazy?" Now she took a sip of her wine. 
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"Yea, that's what | said. Wild, huh? That's why he left the band. It's also one of the reasons why James is in 
rehab. Fran kind of caught them in the act." Kirk chopped the vegetables with such force, it startled the dogs 
every time the knife hit the cutting board. 


"Kirk, start at the beginning and calm down" Lani put her hand on his wrist before he slammed the knife into 
the board again. "Why don't just tell me everything and | can do the cooking. You were telling me about Fran, so 
finish." She went back to taking the lasagna noodles out of the pan. Kirk sat across from her and just told her 
everything he and Jason had discussed. 


“That's pretty much everything in a nutshell. I'm still wrapping my head around this. It's still fresh to me, | 


have mixed emotions." He shook his head. 


‘Oh wow, yea, that's a lot to swallow. IIl take some time for you to come to terms with it. But, it looks like 
everyone else involved is dealing with it in their own way. Doesn't part of you feel relieved for knowing the 
truth? | would Are you angrier because they lied, or slept together?" Lani put the finishing touches on the 


lasagna and was about to put it in the oven. 


am | going to keep this from Lars?" Kirk's eyes got wide knowing he'd see him tomorrow. 


"You just have to keep cool about it. If it's possible, | think James should tell him." She sat next to him, putting 
her arm around his shoulders, comforting him. "Try to find the positive in this. James is in rehab getting 
better for himself, his family, the band. Jason, | hate to say it, but seems to be thriving on his own. Don't you 


want him to do well? | know he wants the same for you." She kissed his cheek softly. 


"| guess you're right. Did | even tell you what inspired James to make the first move?" Kirk laughed nervously. 


"No, what?" Lani wondered why he was acting shy. 


"You know.how me and Lars would flirt and stuff" He fidgeted with the wine cork that was on the counter. 


"You mean kiss and dry hump each other, yes | remember it well. What about it?" She leaned back crossing 


her arms. 


"James wanted to see what it was like..to kiss a guy. He wondered why we did it all of the time. It pisses me 
off that he used to get so mad at us and the whole time he wanted Jason. What a hypocrite." Kirk ate some 


carrots out of the salad bowl. 


"You could say that. Did you even think maybe he was afraid? Or even jealous that the two of you did 
whatever you wanted, no matter the consequences? I'm pretty sure he wasn't trying to get caught. | get that 
you're mad and all of that. But, you should try to look at it from either one of their perspectives. You said 
James wanted to try it, for all you know it was just curiosity. Maybe there were no hidden feelings before 
that. You don't know, and | think its something you need to ask James." As Kirk sat there and let her words 
sink in, he realized she was right. At first, he wasn't sure he was going to tell her, but now he was happy he 


did. 


"| guess you're right. | hadn't thought about all of that. | do want to talk to James, but I'll let him come clean 
When | go see him, I'll feel out the situation, see where his frame of mind is. Believe me, I'm not going to blow 
up in his face. | want as many visits with him while he is getting better. | know this is just a part of him 
mending any relationship of his that he needs to strengthen" Kirk smiled even though he tried to keep Lars out 
of his head. 


‘lm glad to hear it" Lani kissed him softly before getting off her stool. "Dinner is almost ready, want to take 
the dogs out before we eat?" 


"Sure, babe." He whistled for them a second later and headed out to their backyard so they could run around. 
"Just let me know when you need help in here, I'm going to get out some of their energy." He grabbed a couple 
of their toys as he followed two excited dogs outside. He needed a distraction even if it was only going to be 


for a few minutes. 


Before he could control it, his thoughts were back to making him insane. He could picture it in his head, the 
vulnerability between Jason and James. How that first kiss mustve felt. The nerves, the awkward moment 
after they shared something so intimate. It was exciting, different, challenging. It was everything he and Lars 
had shared once. He wondered if James ever let Jason dominate him, or if he was always the boss. The 
thought of James being at his mercy actually got Kirk kind of hot. Maybe that's why he was such a dick to 
him in front of everyone else. He wondered if James bent over for him willingly and took it like a man. Or was 
it the other way around? Was Jason always his little bitch, especially in the bedroom? Did he like being tied up, 
spanked, maybe edged in between orgasms? Did hot candle wax down his chest and thighs do it for him? Or, did 
they take turns controlling each other? Like he and Lars could have, maybe, in a former life. Kirk absent 


mindedly adjusted his swelling erection He was getting hard fast. 


"What is wrong with me?" He groaned as his hand felt good lightly rubbing his shaft. No, he told himself. 
Thankfully Darla ran up to him, ball in mouth to continue playing fetch. He took it from her as he tried to 
divert his thoughts to something a little less kinky. He was not about to get himself all hot and bothered 


before dinner. He could wait until later to have sex with his wife. 
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About a half hour later, Kirk and Lani were in the middle of dinner when he noticed she seemed a little 


nervous about something. 


"What's on your mind?" He grabbed another dinner roll, spreading butter on it. 


‘Nothing, just some stuff on my mind" She smiled, taking a bite of her salad. 


"You sure everything is ok?" He wondered why suddenly she was acting so shy. She hadn't said much to him 
since they sat down. 


"Yea, of course. Do you want more dressing, | could grab some more." Lani got up before he could even answer 


and went into the kitchen. 


"Umm, | guess." Kirk was confused about her weird change in demeanor. 


"So, | was thinking, maybe we should make some changes to the yard. Get more flowers in there, brighten it up 
a bit. Don't you think?" She walked back into the dining room, putting the dressing on the table. 


"If you think so, yea it would look nice. Lani, what's really on your mind? | know it's not only flowers you're 


thinking about." Kirk gently put his hand on her arm. 


"| don't know what you're talking about. Everything is fine. You want to watch a movie after dinner? Maybe one 


we've seen in case we get..distracted?" She grabbed his hand, squeezing it. 


"That would be nice, yea. You know you can tell me if something is bothering you." He caught her gaze, noticing 
her eyes were pensive. 


"It's not that its bothering me so much that it's a curiosity | have. But, | don't want to upset you, so let's 
have this conversation another time, ok? | just want to have a nice quiet, romantic night with you." Lani 


caressed his thigh slowly. Now she was going to distract him by flirting. 


"A curiosity? Of what kind? Please tell me, | promise not to get upset." He set his plate aside, moving closer to 


"Kirk, it's not important.” She stared down at her lap as he slipped his arm around her waist. She got tense. He 
could flirt just as well to get the information out of her. 


"I think it is. And | don't think you have to be nervous with me." He kissed the side of her jaw softly. She 
relaxed a little when he rubbed the back of her neck and shoulders. 


"IFs just something from the past that | haven't thought about in a while. Until you mentioned it earlier." She 
bit her lip. Lani didn't want him to blow up at her since this was a sensitive subject. She thought it was best 
to tread lightly. 


"Does it have to do with Lars and |? It's ok. if it does, you can tell me what's on your mind” He was suddenly 
intrigued with what she might have to say. 


"Well, it's about you and Lars. | know you two never slept together, so I'm not going to go on about it. But, | do 
want to know why. What happened with you guys?" Lani drank some wine, watching his expression change. 


"Because we're not gay. Nothing serious ever happened with us. We were just.having a good time together.” He 


shrugged, trying to play it off. Deep down, Kirk knew there was more to it. 


"Look, | know you're not gay, but bisexual, now that's a different story. Now before you disagree with me, do | 
have to remind you of where we used to hangout? The swingers clubs? How many men did you make out 


with? On more than one occasion?" She raised her eyebrow at him. 


"That was long time ago, l'm over it" He drummed his fingers on the table. 


"Really, so if | wanted to go next weekend, you wouldn't be interested? What if we invited Lars and Skylar, you 


wouldn't want to go?" She was trying really hard now. 


"| don't know what you're getting at" Kirk crossed his arms across his chest. His mind began to wonder as he 
got an image of Skylar fighting with Lars if the two of them started kissing in public. 


"Are you still attracted to him?" She was direct. 


| never was." She could tell he was totally lying. 


"Yea, you were, don't lie. You were as affectionate with him as you were with me. To this day, | see the way 
he still looks at you. Kirk, | know you can sense it, too. Why can't you just be honest? I'm not mad, jealous, any 
of it. | just want to understand it" It had been night and day. One minute they couldn't keep their hands to 


themselves. The next minute, they barely even looked at one another. 


"We were drunk or high, or both 10% of the time. It was just part of us partying it up, having fun. We were 
just screwing around with our image. Why did we have to take ourselves so seriously all of the time? It was 


kind of fun to piss people off, especially James and Jason" He was really trying to stay mellow and not seem 


too obvious. 


"Oh come on, it was more than drugs and alcohol. It was a mutual attraction Those substances just gave you 
both the courage to act on your feelings. Why can't you be honest with yourself? | think for you to be able to 
come to terms with James and Jason, you have to come clean about Lars. Confront your feelings.” She 


squeezed his knee. 


"There's nothing to come clean about. No feelings to confront | haven't already. Babe, I'm married to you, | 
don't want anyone else." He cupped her chin, staring into her eyes. Kirk just wanted to move on from that point 


in his life and not rehash it all. 


Fine, you want to be stubborn about everything, go ahead. All| have left to say is if you want to act on your 


feelings, | won't stop you." Lani said in a whisper. 


"How much wine have you had? | don't want pursue anything. Wait..are you telling me | should sleep with Lars?" 


Clearly, she'd lost her mind. 


3. Sleep on it 
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"Well not entirely." Kirk's eyes bugged out of his head when she said that. "Hear me out. | don't want to deprive 
you if you feel like you're missing out on something. If you're curious, or have an impulse, I'll understand if you 
pursue it. | mean only with Lars, of course. Kirk, stop looking at me like I'm crazy, I'm not imagining things. | can 
notice the tension between you two. Sometimes its stronger than others, but it's still there." She was so 


nervous, her hands were shaking in her lap. 


"| refuse to cheat on you. | can't believe you would even suggest such a thing. Aren't you happy with me, with 
us? l'm not going to pursue any impulses because there aren't any." Kirk's thoughts were suddenly scattered. 


Where was she coming up with all of this stuff? 


‘Of course I'm happy. | love you more than anything Kirk. | just wonder why nothing ever happened with you 
guys when you had the chance. You two were hot together. You still are, | think anyway.” Lani said that last 
part under her breath. She smirked at him, waiting for his reaction. 


"We're hot together, really? What are you talking about." Truth was, he thought so, too. But he had to keep 
that neatly tucked away where it had been all of these years. 


"Yes, you are. Back when you guys were starting to put on a show, we were only dating. | didn't care because 
we weren't serious yet. | find it interesting. You guys bring a certain energy when you're together. You're like 
an old married couple, finishing each other's sentences all the time. But, no, you're not attracted to each 


other." Lani would pry it out of him if it killed her. 


"Lani, | love you, not him. Always will." 


"You can love more than one person, it is possible. But that's not the point I'm trying to make." She cut him 


off. 


"Alright, we came close to having sex a few times. ls that what you want to hear? That | do wonder what 


would've happened if we did?" Kirk blushed thinking about those encounters. 


"Yes, thats what | want to hear because it's the truth. Stop fighting it. You're attracted to your friend, you're 


human. Just because we're married doesn't mean you're a monk" She held his hand reassuringly. 


"I know that. | take my vows very seriously. | know | could never do that to you. | screwed up one marriage. l'll 


do everything to keep ours happy" He intertwined their fingers. 


"There's a difference between me and Rebecca. She wasn't mature enough to handle being married to such a 
huge rockstar. If she had loved you unconditionally and with complete trust, then maybe it would've made your 
marriage stronger. It takes two for a relationship to fall apart as it does to keep it together. You shouldn't 


blame yourself. I'd do anything for you Kirk, that's the difference between her and |. Part of a healthy 


marriage is honesty and compromise between two people. Just think about it." Lani stroked his cheek. 


"Wow, I'd never thought of it like that before. | appreciate you believing in me and us so strongly. It's just..l'm 
complete being your husband. You're the only person! want to have sex with." Kirk kissed the back of her 
hand. 


"And l'm complete being your wife. But | know you have feelings for each other. How could you not? You've 
known each other longer than you've known me. You've been to hell and back and know each other as well as 
you know yourselves. Look at all that you're facing and how much closer its brought you two together." Lani 
moved closer to him, sliding her hand up his knee, under the hem of his shorts. "Look, I'd rather know if 
anything happened with you and Lars than you sneaking behind my back Decide what you want to Kirk. I've 
been thinking about everything for a while. All I'm asking for is honesty, that's it" She squeezed his thigh 


reassuringly. 


"| guess that's fair, I'll definitely think about things, ok? I'm lucky to have you and appreciate how great 
you've been through all of this. But, you don't have to worry, I'm not after Lars. | love you, babe." He smiled 


nervously as her hand slid closer to his crotch. 


" And | love you." Lani dragged her nails against a sensitive patch of skin on his inner thigh, making the hairs on 


his neck stand up. She smiled when his leg trembled. "I also love how you crumble when | touch you there." 


"So then, why don't we clean up the table and go upstairs?” Kirk pulled her into his lap. She kissed him softly, 


making him moan 


"Are we going to make it upstairs?" His hand was under her shirt and he was happy she wasn't wearing a bra. 


"Eventually." Kirk kissed her neck as he caressed her breast. She arched into his touch. Lani straddled his hips 
and took off her shirt, throwing it on the floor. 


| want you so badly." She rolled her hips teasingly, grinding against his dick. Licking her nipple was his response. 
She buried her hands in his hair, pulling lightly. his shorts were feeling a little too tight and needed to go. 


"Let's put the dog gate in the doorway and go upstairs. We'll clean this up tomorrow." He helped her off his lap. 
That's exactly what they did. 
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Kirk was tossing and turning. He tried not to wake Lani, but his mind wouldn't stop. Every time he closed his 
eyes he pictured Jason and James having sex. Lots of kinky, hot, dirty sex. Then he thought about Lars and 
what it would be like with him. Only difference was that it was kinkier, hotter and definitely dirtier than 


anything he had ever experienced, 


When he had made love to his wife, he kept wondering how it would feel for Lars to touch and kiss him in the 
same manner. How would his lips feel around his cock? Or kissing his stomach? Would Kirk fall apart if he licked 
that patch of skin on his thigh the way Lani did? He was quickly getting aroused. Kirk quietly slipped out of bed 


and went to the bathroom. Hopefully a cold shower would calm him down, 


14. Eqgshells 
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For the last couple of days Kirk had spoken to Lars maybe a handful of times. He was trying to stay positive 
and wouldn't really talk about all the negativity surrounding them. He was lost in his thoughts trying to figure 


out how to handle this therapy session which would begin in a few minutes. 

"How much caffeine have you had today?" Lars put his hand on his knee to keep it from bouncing. 
"Huh? Oh sorry." Kirk sat back, crossing his legs. 

"Are you alright?" Lars asked noticing how spaced out Kirk was acting. 

Fine, you?" Kirk looked at him, snapping out of it for a minute. 


"Good, so I've got to tell you about the funniest thing Myles is doing now." And so began a long winded story 
about his son which Kirk was barely listening to. 


"Yea, that sounds really funny. Can't wait to see him again" Kirk laughed to fill the silence between them. 


"Hey, are you busy after this? Maybe you'd want to come over after the session? Skylar is away at a 
conference and it's just me and the kids. So, if you want to hang out after | pick them up, it would be cool” 
Lars shrugged, waiting for an answer. He sensed tension coming from Kirk and couldn't quite figure out why. 
This was the first time they'd seen each other since he took the sleeping pills. Maybe he was being cautious 
with him. 


‘Ok, yea, that would be fun" Kirk nodded. If the kids were going to be around, then maybe it wouldn't be so 


awkward between them. Last night he barely slept because he couldn't decide on what to tell Lars about Jason 


He knew he couldn't tell him about James, it wasn't his place. But he might feel out the situation 


Then, he had the perfect idea. He would tell Lars that Jason left him a message. He wanted to reconnect with 
them and was inviting them to see his band play. It sounded believable, it had to work. He wouldn't be entirely 
lying to Lars. But would he bring it up in the session or when they were alone? 


"Kirk? Hey man, are you sure you're ok?" Lars tapped his shoulder. 


"Huh? Yea, fine, sorry. What's up?" He looked up into Lars's green eyes filled with confusion. 


‘Its fine, something on your mind since the last session? Maybe there's something you need to discuss with 


us?" Phil's voice brought him back to reality. 


"No nothing new. | was just thinking about this chapter | read in a book about Eastern philosophy and 
meditation" Kirk wasn't lying about that and he knew that topic would easily distract Phil. They've already had 


discussions on some of the new meditation beliefs and techniques Kirk had been exploring for a while now. 


"Well, that sounds interesting, tell me more." Phil gave him his undivided attention. 


"Sure, ok. To summarize, it has to do a lot about the past and forgiveness. Some of the testaments I've read 


have helped me to explore ways | can apply it to a lot of dark times I've had" He stole a glance at Lars, holding 


it as he stared back at Kirk intently. 


"That's really a great, positive tool for you, isn't it? Can you give me an example?" Of course, he would ask. 
But maybe it would shift the focus away from anything having to do with either Jason or James. Kirk did have 


the upper hand since he knew some very valuable information. 


Kirk talked about his childhood instead. He talked about his father mostly and how he tried to get past the 
hurt and anger he caused. They discussed that for the first half hour of the session When the conversation 
turned to Lars, none of the band's issues came up. He talked about his own personal hardships. 


Kirk's discussion had inspired and saddened Lars at the same time. When he asked him questions about his dad, 
he thought a lot about his own upbringing. He felt sad for Kirk because of how different his relationship was 


with own father. They had both learned more about each other that day. 


Even though they hadn't discussed the present issues, Kirk was kind of glad for that. The way he saw it 
maybe they would understand each other a little bit better. 


At the end of the session, Phil seemed pleased with the outcome. They said their good byes and confirmed 


their next appointment. 


"Hey man, | had no idea about any of those things you said in there." Lars broke the silence as they walked to 


their cars. 


"Yea, well it's not something | like to broadcast" Kirk looked down at the ground nervously when he saw Lars 


look at him with pity in his eyes. "Don't look at me like that." 


"Like what?" Lars denied that same pity he felt for his friend. 


"Like I'm going to drive my car off a cliff. Don't worry, I'm not." Kirk leaned against the hood of his car. 


"I know that. Its just." Lars looked away, feeling the shame rise up. 


"Just what?" Kirk asked softly. He felt incredibly vulnerable at the moment, even more than during therapy. 


"| never knew 100% how fucked up your dad was to you. And it must be shitty for you because of how close | 
am with mine. And | parade it in front of you and James. His dad was fucked up too, in different ways..yea 
Fuckll" Lars went to punch Kirk's car since he suddenly felt anger stewing inside him. He was stopped by Kirk's 
quick reflexes when he grabbed his wrist. 


"Hey man, watch where you put that fist." He said calmly. "Besides, we still need someone to play drums. I'm 
not so good at it" He winked at Lars. The two of them broke out in laughter. He stood next to Kirk, lighting a 


cigarette. 


"You're not a shitty person because of that. There's other reasons, but that's not one of them." Kirk nudged 


him with his elbow. 


"Ha ha, real funny. Now, | may not know every last detail about you. Take today as an example. But what are 


you hiding?" Lars took a serious tone. 


"What do you mean?" Kirk tried to play it cool. 


"What's going on that you didn't want to talk about in there?" Lars had caught what he did. He wasn't expecting 
that. 


"Nothing's going on" 


"I do know when you're lying, Kirk. | don't know about what, did something happen with you?" He raised an 
eyebrow at him. 


"Nothing happened. | don't know why you don't believe me." Kirk shrugged at him. 


"Yea, sure, then why cant you look at me in the eye?" Lars stood in front of him now. 


"Lars, come on, don't be annoying. Arent you late to pick up your kids?" He grabbed Lars's wrist, making him 


look at his watch. 


"There's nothing to tell. I'll meet you in a bit, ok? | have to run a quick errand" Kirk got in his car. Great, what 


the hell would he tell him? Hopefully, the kids would keep him distracted. 


An hour later, Kirk was greeted by an annoyed Lars. He was wiping his shirt with a towel. Apparently, the baby 
had spit up on him. 


"Oh, that looks vile." Kirk chuckled at his friend, referring to the chunky mess all over him. 


"Yea, | guess carrots don't agree with Layne today. "He took his shirt off. "Hey can you entertain Myles for a 
few while | put Layne in his crib and change?" 


"Yea, of course." Kirk was trying to ignore all of the skin on display in front of him. And the ripple rings, or 
how low his jeans rode down in the front. Get a belt!! He was getting too distracted by his bulge. 


"Do | have puke on me?" He caught Kirk looking a little too long. He felt his cheeks get hot. 


"Huh, no | thought you did" Kirk followed Lars into the kitchen 


‘Ok..Myles is finishing up his snack. The TV. is ready to go with a DVD when he's done, but | shouldn't be too 


long." Lars picked Layne up very carefully out of the highchair so he wouldn't be wearing any vomit. 


‘Ok. Lars, sounds good. Hey, watcha eating?" He smiled at Myles as he enjoyed some fruit. He handed Kirk a cut 
up grape. 


"For me? Oh, thanks buddy." Myles giggled at him and wrinkled his nose. He looked just like his father. He took 
the grape from the little boy and ate it. Once he was done eating, Kirk brought him into the living room and 
turned on the DVD. Ten minutes into it, Myles was dozing off. That's when Lars came back down. 


"Hey, thanks for watching him. Layne is down, so we have about an hour before it starts again" He sat down 


next To Kirk. 


"Yea, anytime we've been chillin over here. Do you have to put him to bed, too?" Kirk noticed he was snoring 


now. 


"No, I'll put him here. He always does this. In a little bit, he'll want to play." Lars layed him down in the playpen 


"Lets grab a beer." He said in a quiet voice, turning the volume down on the TV. 


Once they were in the kitchen, Kirk sat at the table watching Lars clean up some stuff. 


"Lars, I've gotta hand it to you man. You're great with the kids and all that." Kirk smiled at him. 


"I love doing it. They're everything to me." He joined Kirk at the table after he cleaned up the mess from the 
kids. 


"I had no idea. | thought you had around the clock nannies or something." Kirk saw him in a whole new light. 


"Well we use a nanny, yes, but not all day, every day. Anyway, enough about me, what's been up with you for 
the last couple of days?" 


"Just some stuff, spent time with mine and Lani's families. Did some surfing.” 


"Anything else? Hear from James at all?" Lars wouldn't drop this. 


"No, | haven't" Kirk said firmly. 


"Bullshit" 


"Not lying. Besides, if | had talked to him, that would piss you off, too." Kirk had a point. 


"What, that's crazy." Lars was indignant. 


"No, it's not. Since we started therapy, everyone has to be careful with what they say and how it's said 
around you. You freak out at the slightest thing and everyone has to consider your feelings while trying to be 
as honest as possible. It's like walking on eggshells and it's exhausting" This had been bugging him for quite a 


while. 


"What's that supposed to mean? You're scared to talk to me? Is that why you lied today? If we're supposed to 
be honest about everything, why are we lying to our extremely well-paid therapist? l'm so sorry | tire you 


out" Lars was surprised and a little hurt by Kirk's comments. 


"| didn't lie about anything | discussed with you and Phil. | just chose to not talk about Metallica for once. You 
want to know what's going on? Fine I'll tell you. But, its not because | want to, it's because you're relentless. 


Just promise not to yell since your kid is sleeping in the next room." 


"Why would | yell? Is whatever you have to tell me that bad?" Lars had a thousand scenarios going through 
his head. 


"No, just unexpected." Kirk shrugged trying to downplay it. "I just know what your reaction will be, that's all" 


"Ok, l'm listening. lIl be on my best behavior." Lars crossed his arms against his chest, waiting. 


I5. Tensions 
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"So, | will tell you someone | haven't seen in a while contacted me. Someone who's concerned for us, and James, 


and the well being of the band." Kirk decided to tell him the bare minimum. 
‘lm listening, like | said" Lars looked pensive as Kirk nervously cleared his throat. 


‘lm only telling you this because you keep pushing it. | honestly don't think you're going to be reasonable about 
this." Kirk took a sip of beer, swallowing hard. 


"Enough Kirk, I'm not a fucking child. Now will you tell me what's going on?" Lars clenched his jaw. 


"You get defensive very easily, that's what it means. When | tell you who called me, you're going to be upset. 
Which, | get being upset, but not for the reasons you'll be upset" He was right. 


"Enough analyzing me. Now tell me what the big secret is. Why do you think I'm going to get upset? Keep this 
up, and | might strangle you." Lars rolled his eyes. 


"Past experiences. Fine, you want to know? Will you be able to sleep better, if | tell you? It was Jason" Kirk said 
simply, staring at Lars to see his expression 


"You're fucking kidding, right?" His eyes widened and all the color drained from his face. 
"Yup, that's the face | envisioned." 


"What the hell did he have to say? Did he apologize at all? Wait, he doesn't want to come back to the band, 


does he?" Lars sounded hopeful, yet angry. "He's insane, that would never happen" He was making himself 


crazy. 


"No, he doesn't want to come back. | do think it's past any apologies, besides, it's a two-way street. You know 
we're not perfect Lars. We can't even act like we were on the same page before everything started to fall 
apart. I'm pretty sure James is starting to take responsibility for his actions like the rest of us." Kirk sat back 
in his chair, studying Lars. 


"He left Kirk, walked out, abandoned us. I'm supposed to be ok. with that? Are you? And he can't even fucking 
apologize?" Lars slammed his bottle on the table. 


"No, I'm not ok. with that, but life goes on. You have to find a way to get past this. The stress isn't good for 
you, or any of us. James is trying to get on with his life and repair his family and well being. Here we are, 
arguing over this stupid shit. | can't even talk to you rationally about anything because you hold a grudge." Kirk 
was tired of holding all this in. 


"So, you can tell me you spoke to him with no problem? You didn't want to hang up on him? You know what 
Kirk, everything is great, it's perfect. Go on, keep pretending. Go ride off into the sunset with Jason, then" Lars 
got right in his face, hands shaking. 


"No, | don't need this shit. Bye Lars. Call me when you grow the fuck up and stop being selfish." He stood up, 
shoving Lars in the chest so he could get by. 


"Don't put your hands on me in my own house." He grabbed Kirk's arm forcefully. 


"Let me go Lars." Kirk turned to face him as his grip got tighter. 


"No, we are talking about this." Lars yelled in his face. Then the baby crying through the monitor filled the 


room. 


"No, we are not. You are going to take care of your son and l'm leaving. Calm the fuck down and we'll talk 
about this later." Kirk grabbed his sunglasses off the counter on the way out and headed for the door. He was 
so angry because he acted like such a child and couldn't move past Jason leaving. How would he ever be able 


to handle the truth? Part of him wished he didn't know the real reason why Jason left. Kirk sped out of Lars's 
driveway as quick as possible, he had to clear his head, so he took off for the beach. 


Lars was fuming, but couldn't stew in it at the moment since his baby needed a fresh diaper. Once he settled 
Layne down, he sat in the rocking chair until he fell back asleep. He didn't understand how Kirk could be ok. with 
everything. Was he just putting on an act? Was he trying to be the strong one? He couldn't believe he had the 
nerve to call him unreasonable. Part of his life was in the shitter, was he supposed to be happy about it? Lars 
was snapped back to the moment when he heard the phone ring. He walked into his bedroom to grab it. 


"Hello?" He sighed into the receiver. 


"Hey honey, what's wrong?" Skylar sensed he wasn't in a great mood. 


"Nothing, just having a tough day. Not with kids, so don't worry. Its other stuff, but | won't bore you. How are 


you?" Lars was happy to hear her voice. 


"Well, besides the weather being awful, I'm good. | was just missing my boys and wanted to know what you 
were up to. Then | remembered it's nap time for the two of them. If we were home together, we would be 


having some us time." Skylar said in a flirty, playful tone. 


"Hmm... You're right. | do believe you'd be lying with me on our bed right now, me kissing your neck slowly. 


You'd be kneading my chest, playing with the nipple ring." Lars rested his head on the pillows. 


"And you slide your hand up my thigh, wrapping it around your hip so we can slowly grind against each other. 
Your fingers tickle my back, sliding into the back of my panties." She hoped this would help him unwind. The two 
of them continued to tease each other. Before long, they were breathing heavy and moaning as they had a 


very steamy phone sex session 


"Just wait until l'm home baby, I'll do all those things to you." Skylar tried to regain her composure. 


"| can't wait" Lars was cleaning himself up, happy to relieve some tension. 


"I also called to see if you were ok. with me staying a couple of extra days. | was asked to do a couple of 


presentations for a colleague who had a family emergency." She knew he would be fine with it, but still felt 


bad. 


"Yea sure. As long as we have phone sex until we can be together again, then why not? I'm kidding, yea, its 


cool. Me and the boys will be just fine. I'll miss you, though." He zipped up his pants. 


"Well, check your phone, | left you a surprise or two. But I've got to get going to prepare for a meeting." 


"Oh, sure." He walked to the dresser grabbing his cell phone. "What the..? He scrolled through the series of 


nude pictures and saw some videos. 


"So you can remember this afternoon | love you." She gave a little laugh. 


"Holy fuck, you look so sexy. You did this now?" He was going to enjoy this on his own time. 


"Sure did, with my laptop. Enjoy baby. 


"Thanks, this made my week. | love you, don't be late. Call me tonight 


"Of course | will, glad you like it" Lars felt his erection coming back as he stared at his wife's naked body. Then 
he heard Myles through the baby monitor. He was awake and sounded like he was playing, so Lars went 
downstairs. 
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Kirk got home late to find his wife asleep on the couch with a book in her lop. 

"Hey honey." Kirk caressed her forehead so not to scare her. 

"Huh, what?" She barely opened her eyes. 


"Let's go upstairs." He grabbed the book from her and put it on the coffee table. 


"Sure, where were you?" Lani sat up stretching. 


‘Long story which I'll tell you about tomorrow over breakfast. | just want to lay down and rest my mind." 


"Sure, did you eat? Are you alright?" She stood up when he held his hands out to her. 


"Yea, | ate. I'll be fine, | missed you." He pulled her close. 


"| missed you, too." She kissed him, lingering on his lips. 


"Come on, let's go relax." He winked at her as they headed to bed. Once they were undressing, Lani got her 
second wind once Kirk started to rub her neck and shoulders. Before long, they were making passionate love to 


each other. After that it didn't take long for them to drift off to sleep. 


Kirk nuzzled into a warm, soft back He kissed the shoulder in front of him as he slid his hand down the front 
of a pair of shorts. Soon, he found a hardening dick in his hand as he stroked it slowly. Lars pushed back 
against his chest and ground his ass against Kirk's dick 


Lars? Wait, what? Kirk flinched in bed almost kicking Lani. He turned away from her just in case it happened 
again Fortunately, within ten minutes his eyes were closing again But his mind wouldn't shut off. 


Kirk slid his shorts down his waist, caressing his hips. Lars turned in his arms to kiss him softly. He stripped 
Kirk of his shorts, rolling him over onto his back Running his tongue down his chest, Lars teased his nipples. 
Kik spread his legs, pressing Lars's body to his. They were writhing together, exploring each other. Kirk ran his 
hands through Lars's hair, enjoying the moment. 


Lars reached down between their bodies, grabbing their cocks to rub them together. He would tease Kirk's tip 
slowly, making his hips buck. He couldn't get enough as the pressure was building in his stomach. 


Lani had been sleeping on her back when she rolled onto her side to snuggle against Kirk's back. She rested her 
arm on his waist and the closer she got to him, she also got a mouth full of hair. Kirk stirred when she 


swatted it out of her face. 


"Mmm.. Lars, that's right, keep doing that." He absentmindedly grabbed Lani's hand putting it on his hardening 
dick. She flinched, hitting him in the stomach. "Huh? What's that for?" He grabbed her hand again, this time 


waking her up. 


"Kirk, what's wrong?" She pried her arm loose from his grip. 


"Shhh.Lars, keep kissing me..." He mumbled. 


"You're talking in your sleep, wait, Lars is kissing you?" She was intrigued. He then rolled over onto his back and 
she wondered if she should leave him alone or wake him up. She realized after a couple of minutes he was fine 


once he was snoring softly. 


Giving him his space, she turned back on her side faced away from him. 


"Mmmm..that's it, touch me again." He moaned as he said it. She didn't care that he was dreaming, but she 
wanted to sleep. Kirk's moaning became louder and his breathing was ragged. He kept kicking his feet, pulling the 
covers every which way. It was then she realized he was jerking off in his sleep. 


"Kirk, honey." She kissed him on the cheek to try and wake him. Shaking him gently, he came to. 


"What? No, | don't want to stop." He stammered before his eyes sprung open 


"You were having a very vivid dream, babe." She smoothed back his hair. 


| was? What the..2" He let go of his erection trying to piece it all together. 


"You were dreaming about Lars and it sounded pretty sexual." She didn't want details. If he was going to 
pleasure himself, she preferred for it not to be in his sleep. The sheets would get all sticky. 


"Was | talking in my sleep again? l'm sorry Lani. |.oh, what was | saying?" He felt how aroused he was. 


"You said a whole lot. According to you, you just couldn't get enough of Lars. You wanted him to keep on kissing 
and touching you. And judging by your moaning, I'm guessing it all felt very good." Lani told him what she knew. 


‘I'm sorry.l'm just..." Kirk was cut off when she kissed him tenderly. He suddenly felt embarrassed. 


‘Its ok. honey, | don't care, | told you. Its natural. Now, why don't we get back to sleep, talk about it in the 
morning?" She patted his chest. 


"Yea sure, I'll try, but." He was still very hard and in pain. 


"Oh, do you want help with that, or will you be alright?" She asked in a teasing tone. 


"| mean we're both awake, already naked. Round two would make us both sleep so well" He turned to face her. 
She moved closer, kissing him as he covered her body with his. Lani got so turned on when she felt his cock, 


full and heavy, rub against her thigh. 


After their late night quickie, Kirk slept more soundly. He didn't dream about Lars at all 


lb. Revelations 
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"Hey man" Kirk almost jumped when he heard Lars's voice. He thought he was alone and would have more time 


to prepare for this moment. He set his coffee down on the counter. 


"If you don't mind, l'm just going to plug in and play for a bit to center my focus." Kirk turned to face him, and 
couldn't even look him in the eye. It wasn’t for the reason Lars thought, either. 


"Sure, but we need to talk about it at some point. I'm going to be in the control room if you need me, then" 
Lars grabbed an apple from the fruit bowl and walked off. Kirk was surprised he wanted to talk about it 
instead of walking around like a grumpy child. 


Once he was in the practice room, he just held his guitar in his lap, barely strumming. He was driving himself 


crazy over the dream. 


He thought about what it meant and could mean. The fact that his wife found it natural made it feel wrong in 
a sense. Was he attracted to him, subconsciously wishing it would come true? No, he couldn't. Kirk tried to 
shake the images in his head and started playing. Soon, he lost himself in some riffs and forgot all about it for 
a while. 


Lars was getting bored listening to rough mixes of ideas and took off to the practice room. Kirk didn't hear 
him come in or feel him watching him. He decided to join him and sat behind his drums. He listened to Kirk's 
rhythm to jump in. 


It took Kirk a minute to realize it once he opened his eyes. Lars diverted his gaze as he was watching him be 
lost in the moment. They jammed together for a bit until Kirk stopped. He took a sip of his coffee. 


"What are we doing here today?" He set his guitar on the stand. 


"| have no idea, ask Bob or Phil" Lars scratched his head. 


"Yea, | don't know if | feel like being here, what about you?" Kirk shrugged. 


"Well, you can leave if you want. | don't want to fight with you again" Lars stood up from behind his drums. 


"Lars, | wasn't trying to pick a fight. I'm just frustrated. I've been feeling like that for a while, to be honest. | 
don't know why | never said anything. And before you get defensive, its been killing me that | was afraid to 


talk to you because of your reaction” 


"You, scared to talk to me? You don't have to be. I've thought about what you said after | calmed down. I'll try 


to be less." 


"Less of a dumbass?" Kirk smirked when he finished his sentence. 


"Yea, I'm sorry." Lars said quietly. 


| can't hear you." Kirk walked over to him. 


"Come on." 


‘Im sorry, too, if | was a little harsh." Kirk looked him in the eye, waiting for what he wanted to hear. 


"l'm sorry Kirk, happy?" Lars patted his shoulder. 


"Hey, if you're up to it, do you feel like jamming a bit? | think it would be fun" He handed Lars a pair of 


drumsticks. 


"Why not?" He shrugged as Kirk grabbed the guitar he felt like playing. They hung out in the rehearsal room 


for a couple of hours until Lars had to get going. 


"Listen, I've got to go, but can we talk more about Jason sometime?" Lars asked in a nervous tore. 


"Yea, sure. Today was good, | had fun with you." Kirk nodded, and smiled. 


"Yea, me too. I'll see you tomorrow, | guess." Lars sounded sad about that. 


‘Ok, call me later if you want" He knew he was probably lonely without his wife home. 


"Sure, | probably will” Lars smiled, holding out his arms for a hug. The second their chests came into contact, 


Kirk became tense with knots in his stomach. 


"Have a good rest of your day." Kirk said nervously when their thighs brushed together and he got a rush 


from the friction. 


"You alright?" Lars whispered in his ear. This made Kirk hot. He pulled back a little before it became awkward. 


"I'm fine." Kirk said in a shaky voice. 


‘Ok, see you later." Lars smiled warmly at him. Kirk froze on his feet when their faces were inches apart, and 


he was flustered. 


"Sure you're ok?" Lars winked at him, his voice getting low. Kirk felt the heat low in his belly. 


"lim fine." He stammered. "| just need to know one thing.” Kirk was as nervous as a virgin. 


"What's that?" Lars still held Kirk in a loose hug. Enjoying the closeness between them, their eyes locked in an 


intense stare. 


| have to do this for me, please don't be mad" Kirk whispered. Before Lars could respond, Kirk had gently 


pressed their lips together. Lars responded by holding him tightly. He slowly kissed Kirk back, sucking on his 
bottom lip. Kirk was moaning, leaning into him when Lars stroked his back Lars ran his hand under Kirk's shirt, 
tickling his skin along his waist. He slid his other hand further, down over his ass, squeezing it gently. Kirk felt 
his dick pulse, like Lars woke it up. 


‘Lars, maybe we shouldn't. | mean, I'm sorry, | was just wondering if." He removed his hand from his ass 


reluctantly. 


"If we had chemistry? You tell me." Lars licked his lips, knowing Kirk enjoyed it as much as he had. 


"Yea, | guess, | mean, what did you feel?" Kirk stuttered like he was caught stealing or something. 


"I wish | didn't have to go, let's just leave it at that. You know, if only | had time to talk about this right now. 
Maybe we can later." He winked at him as they walked towards the door. 


‘Ok, sure, later. See you, man Kirk felt like a little schoolgirl, fawning allover her crush. He grabbed a glass of 
water in the kitchen and sat at the table. He couldn't believe he kissed him. Or, that Lars responded so well to 
it. + was shared just between them. Not because they were trying to piss off the rest of the band, or for 
any cameras, or to shock anyone. It was just for them, in the moment, intimate. Then why did he feel more 


vulnerable than with hundreds of people watching and reacting? 


Biting his lip, he discovered he could still taste Lars. Taking a breath, he smelled his cologne on him, and felt a 
chill up his spine. Kirk decided he wouldn't tell Lani until he figured it out. Her support was great, but if it were 
up to her, they'd be fucking as soon as possible. He put his glass in the sink before he left. 
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Kirk had been fucking around on his guitar when the phone rang. He got goosebumps once he saw it was Lars. 


"Hey man, what's up?" He greeted him. 


"Nothing, just watching TV., you?" Lars said matter of factly. 


"Just practicing again" 


"Cool, anything good come out of it?" 


"No, just fucking around." Kirk settled into his armchair waiting or Lars to collect his thoughts. He hoped things 
between them wouldn't be weird. 


"So, | was wondering could you tell me about Jason. | mean, if you feel like it" Lars had been curious since Kirk 


told him. 


"Yea, he basically wanted to know how we were. How James was doing in rehab. He was also wondering if we 


were interested in seeing his band play." Kirk hoped this wouldn't escalate the conversation too much. 


"What did you tell him?" Lars asked, defensively. 


"That | didn't think it wasn't a good idea right now. But that | would talk to you." At least that part was true. 


| don't know who he thinks he is. Like, are we supposed to jump the minute he wants us around? Fuck!!" Lars 


was indignant. Kirk could understand why. He contemplated for minute, staying silent. 


"Hey, you there? Kirk?" Lars grabbed his kids' toy, making it loudly squeak into the mouthpiece, causing Kirk to 


swear. 


"Oh, what the fuck is that? You scared the shit out of mell" He pulled his phone away for a second, and could 
hear Lars laughing hysterically. 


"You hearing things?" He asked calmly. 


"Asshole. No, | was thinking and | might have an idea. Hear me out." Kirk rubbed his chin thoughtfully. 


"What are we going to invite him over for a slumber party and braid each other's hair?" 


"Cute Lars. No-not entirely." 


"Ok, I'm curious, what is it?" Lars drummed his fingers the couch armrest. 


"| had a hard time talking to him at first, too. But, when we were done, | was glad for it. | was happy to have 
seen him and spent time with him. | think..." 


"What? You saw him? You never said that, why?" Lars was getting mad. 


"Listen, he invited me to his house and we hung out for a couple of hours. All I'm saying is that it helped me. 
I'm sorting through some feelings from it, but | want him in my life. It gave me some sort of closure on the 
situation. | can without a doubt tell you that him leaving was a good thing. For us and especially him. We were 
destructive together and to each other. This was a wake up call, Lars. You'll see." Kirk sighed, trying to not give 


anything away. Maybe if he could get the two of them to talk, it could be a step towards helping Lars to heal. 


"It was a good thing? How, to run? We are picking up the pieces and don't even know what will happen when 


James finishes rehab. What if he relapses? Have you thought about that?" Lars was weary. 


Its not that simple. You have to talk to him, and | will be there with you, if you want. We can do it at my 
house, wherever. You need to understand exactly why he left. | promise it will give you perspective." Kirk hoped 


he would go for it. 


"You know why he left, so why are you saying that?" This was unexpected, leaving Lars more confused. 


“There's more to it, and please don't push me on this. Its not my place, so please respect that. It needs to 
come from him or James. And since the latter is not contacting you right now, that leaves us Jason" Kirk laid 


the bait, hopefully he would bite. 


"James? Why do | need to hear it from him?" Now Lars was really intrigued. 


"Well, he's a big part of why he left the band. You know that. But there's a big piece that no one knows about. 
| think you have a right to know. It gave me a bit of clarity and it kills me that | can't reflect on it the way | 


want to with you. What | know also brought up some new feelings. That's the most | can tell you. Don't give me 


an answer now, but in a day or so. Promise me you'll think about it?" Kirk had a feeling this just might work. 


"IIl think about it, that much, yes, | promise. Especially since it's important to you." Lars said quietly, now 
wondering how to bring up the other topic on his mind. 


"Cool, thanks.” Now Kirk grew nervous. Was the conversation over? 


"So, what are you doing tonight?" Lars picked up on his tone. 


"I have plans with Lani, you?" This was forced, why did he have to kiss him earlier? 


"| was going to take the kids out for a bit. Do something fun" Lars was thinking about what happened at the 
studio, feeling the tension. "Kirk, you don't have to be nervous with me." 


"lim not." Total lie. Since he'd been alone it's all he thought about. It was torture because of how good it felt, 
and how good Lars tasted. It might actually make him crazy. 


"Yea you are. Hey, if | was mad, don't you think you'd know? Or grossed out? We have kissed before." Lars was 
right. "So, I'm not mad or grossed out. I'm just surprised, though." 
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‘Oh why?" Kirk's mind was racing, it could be anything. 
"That we haven't kissed before today." 
"What?" Not what he was expecting to hear. 


"| mean, we're comfortable around each other. With that sort of thing. It's cool Kirk, | didn't mind it. It was a 
good tension reliever." Lars couldn't tell him he wished he could've stayed. That he wanted to know what 


could've happened. 


"Yea, if you're trivializing it. Then why did you kiss me back? Why was one hand in my shirt, the other on my 
ass? Yea, we've kissed, in public on TV. and for photographers. That was the first time we were alone and we 
weren't drunk or high." Kirk brought up a valid point. 


"You kissed mel! Why did you kiss me, Kirk? You stirred the pot" Lars's heart was pounding in his chest, he 
was fired up. 


"Because | wanted to know how it would feel, totally sober and relaxed. | was curious." Kirk took a firm tone 


with him. 


"About what?" Lars wanted to know if they were on the same page. He had been feeling the same way for a 
while, but the timing always felt wrong. He wished Kirk would say what they both felt was mutual. At least he 
thought it was. 


"| don't know, Lars. Sorry to bring up more shit from the past." Kirk felt stupid. 


"Kirk, don't be. Can we talk about this face to face?" Lars's stomach was in knots when he remembered how 


good he felt in his arms. How feeling his lips brought back some very dirty thoughts. 


"Sure, I've gotta go meet Lani soon, anyway. Maybe we can talk after therapy tomorrow? Speaking of which- 
this stays between us. Everything we talked about, especially Jason" 


"Yea, of course. I'll see you tomorrow. Bye Kirk" Lars was relieved to hear that. 


"Bye." They hung up a minute later. At least he wasn't lying about it. He told Lani about the dream, but he 
might wait on the kiss. Kirk got up from his chair and grabbed a photo album off the bookshelf. 


It was titled "LOAD-RELOAD:" He couldn't remember the last time he looked at it. 


He flipped through it, fixating on the incriminating pictures. There were many that were never released to the 
public. Most of them of course, were of him and Lars acting like a couple. Most of the pictures were all 
proofs and test shots. He sunk down into his chair, checking the time before he got too distracted. There were 


definitely a lot of distracting photos. 


Lars shirtless with his arm around Kirk's waist. Kirk had his pinky tugging at Lars's nipple ring. Lars with his 
head thrown back as he bit his lip and had closed his eyes. Kirk resting his head on his shoulder, almost buried 


in his neck. He just stared at it for a minute until he saw something he never noticed before. 


"How did | never realize?" He held it closer, fixating on Lars's erection. Was he hard because of Kirk, or 
because of the moment? In front of a bunch of people encouraging this. To think, this one almost made it into 
the album liner notes. Kirk was suddenly happy it didn't. Then he flipped through another couple of pages, 


finding the one he knew James and Jason never saw. Kirk would keep it that way. 


His mind wandered back to that day. He struggled to remember what had transpired at the photographer's 
studio. Of course, they had been so coked up, they couldn't keep their hands off each other. The other two 
were late for the shoot, so they had plenty of time to fuck around. Kirk sat in Lars's lap. Not so odd for them. 
However, he straddled his legs. Kirk had his feet propped up against the wall behind Lars. His back was arched, 


head thrown back. Lars was licking Kirk's adam's apple all while gripping his leather clad ass tightly. They were 
of course shirtless posing for a whole series of them. 


Kirk couldn't lie, he found these sexy as hell. Maybe Lani was right, they were hot together. They would never 
do that now. Kirk almost fell on the floor when he found one he didn't remember posing for. They were on the 
floor, he rested his back against Lars's chest, and sat in between his legs. Lars was sliding his hand into the 
front of Kirk's pants. And in the next one, unzipping them, but in the next one, covering his dick with his pants 
open. He was upset he couldn't remember everything. He knew it was because they were high as fuck and 


didn't care. Lars was basically stroking him in public, and Kirk let him. 


Too many thoughts in his head. How aroused were they, and did they get any relief? He decided to share this 
with Lars, maybe get the resolve he needed. Lars did like to grab him a lot. Kirk felt hot when he found a 
really sultry picture of them kissing. He thought back to everything his wife said, and wondered why they 
stopped at kissing and heavy petting. He closed the album, groaning because he was horny and had to go meet 
Lani. 


She had a charity event fundraiser and was networking. It should be over early, so they still had the rest of 
the night. 
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"Want some wine?" Kirk asked, throwing a ball into the yard for the dogs to chase. 


"Sure, why not?" Lani set her purse and jacket down on the kitchen counter. Kirk came back inside and grabbed 
two wine glasses. Lani picked out a white wine, handing it to him to open. 


"Tonight was fun" Kirk smiled, uncorking the bottle. He poured her glass first, then his. 


‘It was. So tell me, how was the rest of your day, babe?" She took a sip. 


"Interesting. He couldn't get the feel of Lars's lips out of his head. 


"Yea, what happened?" Lani could tell he was preoccupied with something. At least he was in a great mood and 


had been such a support at the fundraiser she helped to organize. 


"Let's sit outside." He grabbed the wine and followed her out to the patio. Kirk told her everything about Jason 
and Lars. She thought it was a good idea. 


"I think that's a great idea. It could give Lars the clarity he needs." She could tell something else was on his 
mind. Lani decided to let him tell her when he was ready since she had a feeling it had to do with Lars. 


| hope he agrees to it" Kirk smiled, feeling hopeful. It would be a huge weight lifted. 


"What else is bugging you?" She tested the waters. 


"Nothing, I'm fine." He shrugged, watching the dogs play with each other. 


"Ok. Well, you'll tell me when you're ready." She kissed his cheek. 


"Whatever you say." He shook his head, playing it off. 


"| think l'm going inside, it's getting chilly. Do you want to watch a movie or something? Finish the rest of this 
bottle?" She stood up, holding his hand. 


"Yea sure, go ahead, I'll grab the dogs." He chased them around for a bit, playing with them as Lani brought 


their wine and glasses inside. 


Not even a half hour into the movie and Kirk had dozed off. Lani loved this movie, so she just let him sleep 


and grabbed his glass out of his hand 


It didn't take long for him to start dreaming. Lars wrapped his arms around him as he was grinding his ass 
into his crotch. Kissing his neck, Lars tickled Kirk's stomach, unbuttoning his pants. "Mmm.. tickles." Kirk 


mumbled as he laughed in his sleep. 


"Yea, go lower baby." Lars then unzipped them, teasing his bulge. He grazed Kirk's ear with his teeth. Sucking on 
his earlobe, he slid his hand over Kirk's length. Kirk covered his hand, guiding him to go slower. Lars moaned 


into his ear, thrusting his hips against him. 


Lani was now much more interested in what was happening on their couch instead of the movie. Kirk had slid a 
hand in between his thighs, slowly sliding up to his growing bulge. His other hand was under his shirt, caressing 
his stomach. Lani muted the T.V. to listen to him mumble. 


Kirk sat up, turning sideways in Lars's lap. "I want to kiss you." He grabbed Lars by the neck, pulling their 
mouths together. Their tongues fought for dominance as Lars tickled his balls. Kirk opened his legs more for 


his lover. 


"Why don't we get more comfortable?" Lars paused for a breath. 


Let's go to bed. | want to feel you inside me." Kirk reluctantly got off his lap as Lars smacked his ass 
playfully. "Hmm.harder." Kirk moaned arching his neck. Lani almost spat out her wine at what he just said. She 
watched her husband grope his dick and get frustrated because he still had pants on. 


"Lars, undress me." He said firmly. She watched him pull at the fabric of his jeans as if it would just rip open 
Lani slid next to him and decided to wake him up. 


"Honey, | think you should go to bed" She whispered to him as she grabbed the hand he tugged at himself 
with. 


"No, Lars, I'm not tired.| want you to." He shook her hand off. 


"To what?" She whispered. 


"To fuck me." He said softly. She wasn't surprised to hear that. Nor was she mad, she was relieved. Shaking 
him again, this time she called his name louder. 


"Kirk, wake up, come on" She pulled at his arm. 


"Lani?" He looked up at her, confused. "Where's Lars?" 


"You were dreaming again" He sat up, leaning forward after he rubbed his eyes. 


"| was? I'm sorry, the movie. | guess I'm just tired." He blushed when he tried to cover his erection, 


remembering what he had dreamt. 


‘Its ok, Kirk We all have dreams about sex with other people. You don't have to be embarrassed.” She rubbed 


his shoulder. He was really tense. 


‘lm betraying you." He covered his face with his hands. 


"No, you're not, we've been through this. I'm not mad, so don't think that" She wanted him to believe her. 


"What was | doing, saying?" He wanted to know what she had heard. 


"Well, you were into the moment. You and Lars were, | guess, teasing each other. As you were dreaming, you 


were getting hot for him." She watched the color fade from his face. 


"What else?" He knew there was more. 


"You wanted him bad, you asked him to fuck you." When she said that, he slammed his hands on the coffee 
table, mad at himself. 


Lani, you can hate me, | won't blame you." He couldn't look at her. 


| would never hate you." She put her hand over his, comforting him. 


"Yell at me, | deserve it" Kirk shook his head. 


"Stop torturing yourself. You don't deserve to be yelled at. You're human with wants and needs. A part of you 


wants and needs Lars. Whether it's just physical or emotional, or both, you don't have to fight it. You're the 

only one holding yourself back. Honey, if you're scared that this will drive us apart, it won't. I'm aware of the 
situation as long as you're honest, you're not betraying me. You will get past the guilt." He took a deep breath 
when she said that. He thought about what she said for a few minutes. 


"l'Il be honest. | kissed him today. | was curious, and now it's all | think about" He felt a little better. Kirk took a 


sip of wine to calm his nerves. 


"That's what's been on your mind all night, huh?" Lani was relieved. 


"Yea. Can you yell at me, call me a name, something? Please?" Kirk felt terrible. 


"Do you regret it?" She didn't want this to eat at him. 


"| don't know. | need to think about this. I'm going to take a shower. You are the best wife in the world, in case 
| haven't told you that a million times." He gave her a sweet, tender kiss. 


"Hey, | know you'd do the same for me. | love you, better or worse, remember?" She kissed him back, melting 
into his arms. 


"Going to bed?" He stood up, stretching. 


"I think maybe | might finish the movie, unless you want to watch it some other time." Lani grabbed the 


remote. 


"No, enjoy it, I've only seen it a hundred times." 


"Have a good shower, I'll be up after this ends." She smiled at him, settling back into the cushions. 


l8. Baby steps 
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Lars paced back and forth anxiously waiting for Kirk Biting his nails calmed him only for a moment. That was 


until the elevator doors opened and his nerves returned when Kirk's eyes met his. 
"Hey man" Kirk greeted him with a warm smile. 


"Hey, | need to talk to you." Lars grabbed his arm, pulling him into the hotel room. He looked around the 


empty hallway to make sure no one was watching. 

"Ugggh..sure.’ Kirk crinkled his eyebrow wondering why his friend was acting so paranoid. 

"Don't worry, we're alone, that's why | asked you to get here early." He shut the door behind them. 
"And you couldn't just have called me, why?" Kirk sat down, crossing his arms. 


"Because I've been up all night. | have ten thousand thoughts racing through my mind. Also, | think you'd get 
mad if | showed up at your house at bam to talk about this. | would lose my nerve if | didn't have you in 


front of me." Lars sat on the couch next to him. 


“Alright, I'm listening.” Kirk checked his watch. They had ten minutes until Phil would get there for their 


session Plenty of time to take care of this pressing matter. 


"When we are done here, | want you to do something for me." Lars took a serious tone. 


"Yea, anything." Kirk waited patiently. 


"Ok, so this whole Jason thing. | want you to call him and see when he wants to meet up with us. That is, if 


your offer still stands." He nervously waited for a response, watching his expression. 


"Yea bro. We'll talk about the details after the session | can call him today. This is good Lars, I'm proud of 
you." Kirk patted his shoulder. He knew Lars needed a little nudge at times. Once he worked through his 
emotions, he thought logically. 


"So, can | at least have a hint about whatever information he has? Even a tiny one?" Lars sounded hopeful, 


giving Kirk a pleading look. 


"No. No hints. You'll just have to wait and see. The offer still stands to meet at my house. This is not a 


conversation to be had in public." Kirk stood firm in his decision, it wasn't his place. 


If you say so. Thanks man" Lars wasn't going to push him. He looked down at the floor nervously. 


‘Of course" Kirk grew silent as he began to think about how this could go. Hopefully, there won't be too 
much of a fight. Lars was going to have a hard time with everything, he knew that much. Kirk was still 


processing everything himself. 


Just then Phil entered the room, greeting them both. Kirk stood to shake his hand, then sat there quietly. 
Lars was in a talkative, sharing mood. He basically took over the session Kirk participated when he felt he 
had something to say. He mostly listened and observed. His mind was on the re-emerging feelings between him 
and Lars. 


At the end of the session, they walked to the elevator in silence. Kirk was in a pensive frame of mind. 


"You alright, Kirky?" Lars pressed the elevator button 


"Yea, I'm fine. | just want to make sure we are in the clear. lIl call outside." They rode downstairs in 


silence. 


"Hey, can we go somewhere for a bit, hang out, talk?" Lars knew they had to talk about the tension between 
them. He was surprised Kirk hadn't brought it up. 


| was actually going to see if you wanted to come with me to the beach. | wanted to go for a swim. | have a 
packed cooler with me. Its quiet there. Do you want to?" Kirk took his phone out of his pocket once they 


were outside. 


"Sure, sounds like a good idea" Lars smiled, relieved. Now they stood next to their cars as Kirk dialed Jason's 


number. 


"Good, now I'm calling Jason" Kirk put the phone up to his ear as Lars paced back and forth. He listened to 
Kirk making plans and got nervous when he heard his name. Luckily, Kirk sounded upbeat. Lars looked over at 


him who smiled and gave him a thumbs up. 


"So he agreed to it?" Lars asked the second he hung up. 


"Yea he did. I'm going to tell you that he was hesitant at first. Lars, I'm gonna be honest, and | can't stress 


this enough. Please, don't be a dick" Kirk feared his reaction. 


"Fuck you! Me? Are you serious! HE left, HE won't talk to me, and | have to be the one on my best 
behavior?" Lars defiantly got in Kirk's face. 


"Lars, calm down" He had backed him up into the side of his car as Lars wouldn't back off. 


"Calm down? Why are you telling me not to be a dick? Did you tell Jason the same thing? What's with the 
double standard? How is that fair? Why does everyone act like he did nothing wrong?" He poked his finger in 
the middle of Kirk's chest. 


'Larsll l'm sorry, you're right. But have you called him?" He knew he hadn't. "I know you haven't Lars, 
because of your pride and your stubbornness.” Kirk grabbed his hand, so he would stop poking him. "Listen, all 
| meant was don't pick a fight" Lars opened his mouth, eyes widening. "Let me finish" Kirk knew how worked 
up this made his bandmate. He squeezed his hand. "You're both coming to my house the day after tomorrow 
at 12:30. Don't instigate the situation You can't get mad at that, because Phil and or Bob aren't going to be 
there to mediate if anything gets out of hand. | like my house and the way it's currently decorated More 
importantly, | like sleeping in bed with my wife, not in the guest bedroom because she's mad at me for having 
a wrestling match in our living room." Kirk realized he still had a grip on Lars's hand when he felt him move a 


finger. He blushed, letting go. 


Lars backed up, giving Kirk some space. He looked at the ground, shaking his head. This better be some life 
changing event for Kirk to act like this. 


"Do you remember the sessions he called lame? He didn't want to attend them because he didn't want to be 
in the same room with you and James. He didn't care for Phil. | can understand him feeling alienated. 
Everything was too raw and fresh for him. He's not innocent, not by a long shot. Without me revealing too 
much, you guys weren't the only ones to give him an ultimatum. That's what | mean about you acting like a 
dick, your impulsive temper taking over. It's a two-way street. None of us acted like angels leading up to all 
this, and therapy was a trainwreck before he left the band. We've apologized to each other." Kirk gave him a 
tender smile and said, "James isn't the only one who's working on himself, healing. It takes us, too" He looked 


Lars square in the eye, giving him a chance to respond. 


"| guess. Do you forgive him?" He maintained the strong eye contact between them, searching for a clue. But 


he was curious. 


"| don't know. At least not yet since I'm still processing everything. But! have a better understanding of why 
and how he left. Its a step toward closure. You'll see, Lars. I'm not going to lie about something that's vital 
to Metallica's future. If there is one" He put a hand on Lars's shoulder, patting it. At least he tried to be 


realistic. 


"Why do | suddenly have a heavy feeling in my gut?" Lars took a deep breath, patting his stomach. 


"| don't know, did you have too much fiber? Do you need to take a shit or something?" Kirk asked with a 
laugh. 


"No, you jackass. Aren't we supposed to be at the beach? Look at this weather." Lars stared up at the sky 
before putting on his sunglasses. It was the perfect day, not a cloud in the sky. It was a weirdly dry day, 
about 80 degrees. 


"Let's go." They each got in their cars and drove off. 


Once there, they found parking spots next to each other. Kirk got out and then got into the backseat. Lars 
wondered what he was up to, then saw him take his jeans off. He was changing clothes there. Lars couldn't 


figure out why he couldn't just go to the bathroom. 


‘Must you always get naked in public?" Lars walked over at the wrong time. "Oh hey. Sorry." Kirk had layed 
down in the backseat and had just slid his underwear down over his hips. He was completely naked, tan, 
muscular, tight. Lars was frozen, staring at his tattoos, then eyes travelling down to his pubic hair, and dick. 
Then Kirk sat up, sliding his underwear down his legs. Lars now followed his toned back, catching a small 


glimpse of his ass. 


"Its cool" Kirk put his legs through his swim trunks. Putting his feet into his flip flops, he stood up, sliding 
his shorts up his legs and hips, now standing very close to Lars. He adjusted his dick, smiling to himself when 
he caught Lars following with his eyes. He could see through his sunglass lenses. "Can you grab the cooler 
out of the trunk?" Kirk pressed the remote on his keys before packing up his bag. He decided he was going to 
torment and tease Lars. Why not do what had been done to him over the years. Always there, but just out 


of reach. 


"Yea, sure" Lars said nervously walking to the rear of the car. What the fuck was Kirk trying to do to him? 
He had to have known it would catch him off guard. 


“Thanks, bro. | made sandwiches and stuff." Kirk closed the door and set his alarm. "Here, | can grab that." 
He tried to take it, but Lars just gripped it tighter. He needed to conceal his slight arousal. 


‘Ive got it." He shrugged. Lars suddenly didn't know if he had the guts to talk about them, or the kiss. The 
kiss that kept him up half the night. The kiss that was confusing his thoughts and feelings. The kiss that had 
fueled his need to over share in therapy. Lars had been so nervous with Kirk quietly sitting so close to him 


on the couch that he had to calm down somehow. Continuous babbling usually calmed his nerves. 


"This is a good spot.” Kirk stopped right before where the tide was coming in. Lars put the cooler down as 
Kirk spread out a blanket for them to sit on. 


"Yea, it is. Something to drink?" He was going in the cooler and grabbed two beers when Kirk nodded. 


"You going to swim?" Kirk took a few sips. 


"No. Didn't bring my suit. But you go, it looks nice" He motioned to the water. Lars was glad he'd decided to 


wear shorts that day as he took off his sneakers and socks. 


"See you in a bit. Help yourself if you're hungry." Kirk got up and headed to the water after taking off his 
shirt. Lars watched him and enjoyed his beer. Until his thoughts crept up on him. James had been fiercely 
against the Echobrain project. So why had he told Kirk he should do his own thing musically? Was it a 
foreshadow to Metallica breaking up? Was it his way of telling Kirk that without actually verbalizing it? Or 
was Echobrain just a cover for him leaving? And what was the other ultimatum had Kirk been talking about 


earlier? 


A while later, Kirk was headed back to their spot. Lars watched his every move with his shorts clinging to 


every curve and muscle. He peeled his hair off his neck, then shook out some of the water. 


"How was it? | thought you'd still be out there." Lars watched the water drip down his chest and stomach as 
he grabbed his towel, putting it around his shoulders. Lars was losing it; this wasn't the first time they'd been 
to the beach together. And definitely not the first time he was half naked and soaking wet in front of him, 
golden skin shining in the sunlight. 
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I'm hungry. But yea, it was really nice." He grabbed the sandwiches, offering Lars one. "Can | ask you 


something?" Kirk looked over at him. 


“Sure, what's up?" Lars unwrapped his food. 


"You and Skylar just went through a rough patch last year, right? Are you guys doing better now?" Kirk 
asked carefully. 


"Yea, we're happier. Why is something going on with you and Lani?" Lars raised his eyebrow. 


"No nothing's up with us" Kirk bit his lip. "Are you happy? You know, with her, your marriage.’ He watched 


his expression closely. 


"Yea, | mean sometimes it can be hard, but you know that" Lars looked away nervously. "Like any 


relationship." 


"Would you have divorced her if she filed papers?" Lars hadn't said too much about the separation at the 


time. Kirk had always been curious. 


"| don't know. We're working on it. This is good, thanks." Lars smiled, trying to change the subject, enjoying 
his food. 


"Yea, you got it. What happened, for her to leave?" And he switched it back. 


"A number of things. It's complicated." Lars left it at that. He didn't know if he'd ever tell Kirk since it 
partially had to do with him. 


"Did one of you cheat?" Kirk didn't think that was the problem. In fact, he knew bits and pieces. He wondered 


if Lars would ever confirm his suspicions. 


"No, but she felt differently. Before you ask, there was no one else for me, anyway. Can we talk about 
something else." He suddenly felt ashamed. Especially with Kirk observing him closely. 


"Sorry, I'll listen, if you need a fresh set of ears. | know everything can't be fixed so quickly. Start any new 
hobbies lately?" Kirk winked at him, getting up to grab them each another beer. 


"Thanks, for this and yea, I'll let you know." Lars nervously played with some sand. 


"Sure" Kirk stretched out on his side enjoying the breeze and the sound of the ocean. "At least take your 
shirt off. | feel so naked" Kirk covered his nipples, making Lars laugh. 


"You want me to take my shirt off? It takes more than two beers to get me naked." Lars took a sip. "You 
should know." He whispered. 


"More like a fucking gallon of Jager or vodka. Sometimes throw in whatever drug you're into. And that's only 
in public. But behind closed doors..." Kirk smiled thinking about some of the dumb shit they'd done together. 
Then he remembered how easily he'd gotten him to take his clothes off in the past. Only for it to backfire. 


"You're not any better. Except for your stripping at the beach. Do you do that only when | come with you, 
or does everyone get a show?" Lars looked at his chest, lingering, eyes half lidded. 


Its efficient. If it bothers you, I'll stop. It's like being in the dressing room or group showers on tour. 


Guess | never thought about it” Kirk grinned; happy with the effect he had on him. 


"No, its totally cool” Lars then took his shirt off and threw it at Kirk's face. "See, now here we are, half 
naked, together, like you wanted." 


Kirk grabbed the shirt inhaling his scent, wanting to bury his face in his neck to consume more. Staring at his 
chest, wanting to lick the sweat off for him. Kirk didn't care if he caught him. Lars buried his feet in the 
sand. Kirk tucked the shirt under his head. 


"You're going to get it wet! Lars yanked it out from under his head, pulling his hair by accident. 


"Fucker!" Kirk yelled when Lars got a bracelet stuck in it. 


"Sorry, stay still" Lars unclasped the bracelet so he could free it more easily. He kneeled over his head, 
untangling Kirk's hair. Kirk fixated on how close his crotch was to his face, making him nervous. "Just one 
more second" Lars finally had it. "There" He grabbed the bracelet, and smoothed back Kirk's hair, massaging 
with his fingertips. Kirk bit his lip, enjoying his touch. 


"Thanks, but you're still a fucker." Kirk pinched his stomach which was still in his face. Lars grabbed his 
wrist and pulled his hand off. 


"Asshole" Lars said calmly. Kirk sat up then, sitting very close to where Lars still kneeled. He licked his lips 


and drank some more beer. Lars got very nervous when he felt his dick twitch. Kirk was staring at him up 


"Let's walk for a bit" Lars felt the tension forming between them and knew how quickly it could escalate. 
They'd had some public close calls in the past. 


"Good idea" Kirk practically jumped to his feet. He grabbed his beer as Lars stood up. They headed down to 
walk along the water. They started talking about less serious topics, like traveling, music, and Lars's kids. Kirk 
kept on picking up rocks only to throw them in the ocean. At one point he stopped to help Lars put his bracelet 
back on. It was sad watching him trying to do it alone. 


"What are we doing?" Lars came out of nowhere with that one. 


‘lm confused" Kirk stopped walking. 


"Us. You and me, what is going on?" Lars faced him. 


"We are hanging out, enjoying this" Kirk pointed towards the sky and the water. 


"No shit. We can't ignore it forever. You know that" Lars surprised him since he brushed off them kissing 


the day before. 


"I know that. Do | have a solution?" He shrugged. "I'm sorry | kissed you" No, he wasn't. "I hope it didn't 
make you uncomfortable. It wasn't my intention. | just wanted to see. don't know Lars" Kirk shook his head 


suddenly not trusting himself. 


"Where could it lead? |f we're attracted to each other?" Lars didn't know if he was ready to admit it. They 


were almost chest to chest, comfortable in each other's space. 


"Maybe, | don't know. But can we figure it out together?" Kirk asked nervously. He knew it was more than 


physical, was Lars ready to explore the emotional connection they had? 


"Well, we have a lot of free time. Between shooting random crap for the documentary, therapy, jamming so 
we don't go nuts, our family lives, Jason and James, sure. Let's throw whatever this is into the mix. Lars 


put his arms up surrendering. 


"Fine, | don't care. But | think we owe it to ourselves so we can move on in our lives and career." Kirk turned 


angrily, starting to walk back to the blanket. 


"Kirk, come on" Lars jogged up to him. He pulled on his elbow and walked in front of him. 


"Stop it. Let's just sweep it under the rug for it to blow up in another twenty years. That's done wonders 


for us." Kirk got his arm loose. 


"You're right. That would be bad" Lars looked at his watch. "But we can't continue this heart to heart since 


| have to leave soon" 


"Fine. We don't have to rush anything." Kirk was relieved. They packed everything up and walked to the 
parking lot. 


Kirk stood at the back of his car with the towel around his hips. Lars put the cooler back in his trunk for 
him and walked up when Kirk was sliding his underwear up, under the towel. And it came loose falling onto the 


backseat. Kirk burst out laughing when he saw Lars's face. 


"What the fuck? This is not helping anything!" He quickly looked away until his underwear was on. 


"That was an accident" Kirk sat down putting his jeans back on. 


"Somehow, | don't believe you. We'll talk later?" Lars shook his head. 


"Yea, call me" Kirk shut the door and put his arm around Lars's shoulders jokingly. Lars got a whiff of Kirk's 
scent mixed with the saltwater. If that wasn't an aphrodisiac. 


"Please put your shirt on" Lars felt his warmth against his side, giving him a shiver. 


"Just wanted to hug my friend" Kirk gave him that baby-faced smile, dimples and all. He knew he wasn't 


innocent. 


"Bye Kirk" He patted him on the head like a kid. 


"Bye daddy" Kirk gave his ass a quick smack then ran back to his car. Lars drove by him giving him the 
finger. 


20. Sleepless in San Francisco 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks for reading so far. Things are heating up with these two. | tried to capture the intentensity of their 
attractions here. Both physical and emotional. | hope you like it and let me know. Enjoy, and happy reading! 


Kirk had told Lani about Jason and Lars coming by. She had been happy to hear that maybe something would 
get resolved. It was late and Lani went to bed early that night. It was a quarter after one and he was wired. 


Not to mention bored. 


Kirk was in the game room, playing pinball when the phone started ringing. "Hi Lars." He said, happy to hear his 


Voice. 

"Hey, what's up?" 

"Nothing. You?" Kirk sat on the couch and turned on the TV. 

"Bored. Nothing good on TV. The kids are sleeping” Lars kind of wished Kirk would come over. 


"Lani and the dogs are all sleeping and I'm getting sick of pinball. | don't feel like playing guitar. | might read, or 
something.’ Or have a heart to heart as Lars would say. 


"Exciting, right? Listen, Kirk | need to tell you something." Lars took a deep breath. 
"Go ahead" Silence. Kirk was patiently waiting. 

"It did have an effect on me." Lars was pacing. He nervously bit his nail 

"Then why were you so defensive?" Kirk was quick. 

"What's your motive?" So was Lars. 


Felt like it. | told you | wanted to do it stone cold sober. You know almost EVERY time we fucked with each 
other we were hiding behind something. Why? Were we scared of each other? | needed to experience you, it 
sober. |.. god my mind is racing about everything. Especially what went on back then Lars, | told you | need 
closure. | need us to be honest with each other." Kirk felt tortured. 


"Come over?" Lars asked softly. 


"Lars, are you sure? Its late. Don't you have to get up early for Layne and Myles?" Kirk was already heading 
to his den to grab THAT photo album. 


"Listen we can spend the next hour analyzing this over the phone. Or we can do it face to face. Either way we 


don't sleep." Lars was right. "You can stay over if you don't feel like driving home." 


"I'll be there soon" Kirk hung up before going upstairs to kiss his wife and left her a note on his pillow. Then he 
quickly packed some things because he knew he'd probably stay over. 


About a half hour later, Kirk called Lars telling him to open the door, since he'd left the gate open for him. He 
grabbed the album and his bag to meet Lars at the door. 


"Hey, glad you're here." He patted Kirk's back 

"Me too" He got nervous as they sat in the living room. 

"So.how about those Lakers?" Lars was just as nervous. 

'Right.why do | feel like... No, it's nothing.” Kirk laughed, shaking his head. 


"Like you have to work up the nerve to talk to your crush?" They could always finish each other's thoughts 
and sentences. 


"Ugghh, yea, pretty much. But you're right, it kind of feels like it, huh?" He shyly looked at his feet: 
"Im going to get us drinks. To calm our nerves. Something stiff?" Lars went to the liquor cabinet. 
"Yea, vodka, rocks, lime, splash of seltzer? Thanks." 

"What's this?" Lars sat back down, focusing on the album that was on the couch. 

"Look at it" Kirk slid it towards him, tasting his drink. 

‘Oh, umm, ok." Lars raised his eyebrows when he looked at the first few pages. 


"You think that's amusing, wait until you get towards the end. It gets very colorful then. Wait, | thought you'd 


seen all of these. Don't you have copies, too?" Kirk just assumed. 


"No, not all of these. The end, how can it get crazier than this?" Lars gasped when he saw the one of them 
shirtless with Kirk straddling him. "It looks like we're.." He blushed staring, he couldn't tear his eyes away from 
him licking Kirk's neck and gripping his ass. 


"Like we're fucking. Yea, | have a feeling that's what we wanted to do." Kirk liked watching Lars getting 
flustered. 


"We wanted to fuck?" His eyes widened, but he couldn't stop looking at how perfect he thought they looked 
together. The pictures he saw constantly didn’t get to him like this. It was because those were mass produced 
and seen by millions of people. But most of these were one of a kind and intimate. Only the two of them and 
the photographer had seen these. 


"Probably, but that's what we portrayed" Kirk almost spit his drink. "Keep going, last page. But before you do, 
if you remember anything about that day, tell me? I'm at a loss and its been stuck in my head" And in his 
dreams, but he wasn't going to admit it..yet. Then his mind couldn't get past Jason saying he could smell how 
horny they had been for each other. Or Lani saying how hot she thought they were together. Kirk took a huge 
sip of his drink. 


"Last page, sure. Let's see. Oh wow." He opened his mouth in shock. "Wait was my hand on your bare dick?" He 
couldn't look at Kirk because he was getting turned on. 


"Yea looks that way. Do you remember what happened after that?" Kirk got up. "Can | have another drink, are 
you good?" Being buzzed sounded good right then 


"Yea whatever you want, here. Same thing." He handed Kirk his glass and tried to jog his memory. "I remember 
getting stupid high. | can't remember why James and Jason were late. We could contact the photographer." 
Lars flipped one of the pictures over for the date, but it didn't help. 


"| don't know Kirk But | doubt | jerked you off in front of a stranger." Lars shrugged, taking his drink. He had no 


recollection of posing like that. 


"So.we did stuff? That day, at least. | know that wasn't the first time we couldn't keep our hands to 


"Who knows? | wish we hadn't been so high that day, then maybe we'd know what happened." Lars flipped back 
to some of the pages he'd missed. He stared at the ones where either one or both had erections. "I do notice 
we were extremely happy to be all over each other at times." Lars felt his sweatpants getting tight and closed 
the album. 


Kirk cleared his throat. "That's an understatement. | wish that day we weren't so far gone. Look at our pupils. 
You know, if anything did come up..with us..l'd like some memory of it. | mean for that specific day. | know that 
not all these pictures came from the same session But the second half of this album did” Kirk said shyly. "I 
remember a lot of the interactions we've had over the years, but this is when it was the most intense. During 
the mid 90's until..l don't know. It just stopped. Except for stolen glances and lingering touches that are meant 
to be innocent. And we ignore it" Kirk had a contemplative expression, 


"What are you saying?" Lars put his back to the arm rest, stretching his legs out, album still conveniently 


covering his crotch. 


"We're insanely attracted to each other Lars. Don't be so naive about it. And it didn't start there. That's just 
when it blew up. Our first kiss wasn't on the Metallitrain video in 9b. We both know it was yearrrsss before 
that. That's just what people think | remember when it was. | remember it well” Kirk stood up, frustrated. "We 
started this sick, twisted flirtation and teasing almost as soon as | joined the band. We've been playing grab ass 
on and off for almost IB years. That night in the hotel hallway when he had our dicks out? Or did you forget? 
Why can't you admit it? | know we're both married. I'm not trying to jeopardize anything, but we need to talk 
about it all. | mean EVERYTHING. That's why | kissed you. And you responded, and | liked it. So fucking much. Did 
you?" Kirk paced next to Lars. He reached out grabbing his hand. 


"Come here." Lars said calmly. He pulled Kirk to sit down next to him. Moving forward, still holding his hand, he 
pulled Kirk closer. "I liked it, too." Lars whispered before pressing their lips together. Kirk melted into him with 
his hands resting on his shoulders. Lars caressed his face tenderly, then ran his fingers through his hair. 


Kirk reached down, grabbing the album, letting it fall to the floor. Lars made room for Kirk to stretch out with 
him, their mouths still exploring. Kirk grabbed his hip, moving closer, feeling Lars getting hard against his thigh. 
Lars broke the kiss suddenly, very aware of how Kirk made him feel, but not wanting to hide it. 


"You ok?" Kirk wondered if this was as intense for Lars as it was for him. Truth be told, he thought they 
needed to navigate this slowly, carefully. As he stated earlier, talk about all of it. 


"Yea just needed air. This, you..dangerous." Lars looked into his eyes and traced his bottom lip with his thumb. 
Kirk nipped it playfully with his teeth sending a jolt throughout his body. Every detail and emotion of their 
history hit Lars like a Mack truck at the last minute. 


"| know, I'm scared too." Kirk traced circles on his chest through his thin t-shirt. 


"Of what? You're right, we do need to talk about it all. From the beginning. Later, cuz | want to kiss you again" 


He stroked his cheek, caressing the curve of his neck 
‘| want you to kiss me again, and don't be shy with your tongue." Kirk licked his lips lustfully. 


"Dangerous, | swear." Lars started kissing him, sliding his tongue playfully against Kirk's, then pulling it back. Kirk 
had now pushed Lars on top of him, hands under his shirt. He slid his fingers all over his chest and shoulders 
effortlessly, like he was a fret board. Lars moaned loudly when Kirk circled his pierced nipple. He moved his leq, 


welcoming Lars against his own hardness. 
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"You feel so good Lars." Kirk whispered when he started kissing his neck, carefully biting his ear. He grabbed 
his ass, groping it as he grinded against him. 


"So do you, baby. So fucking good" Lars had been busy tickling him, scratching his stomach, outlining his navel, 
tracing his happy trail down. Then he stopped when he reached his waistband. Kirk undid his jeans. "Go ahead. 
And this time when you're touching my bare cock, rub it for real." Kirk gave him such a sexy smile, begging 


him with those eyes. 
"Wow, ok" Lars didn't expect him to be so blunt. He stared down at his bulge. 


"Unless you don't want to. | don't want to force anything.” Kirk breathed deeply when a second later Lars slid 
his hand down the front of his pants. He caressed him through his underwear. 


‘| want to touch you, too. Can |?" He cupped his chin, giving Lars a pleading look Lars nodded. "I'll stop if it's too 
much for you." Kirk had a feeling that this was stirring up more than sexual need for him. He felt all these 
crazy emotions coursing through him, too. It was overwhelming. He was just happy they were finally going to 


be honest with each other. 


"IFs ok, | want you to touch me very badly." Lars was seriously trying not to rip either one of their clothes 
off at the moment. Kirk groped him then, instantly making Lars moan softly. He kissed Lars's neck, suckling 
along his collar bone. Whimpering when Lars slid down his underwear, exposing his cock, he shuddered when 
there was no barrier. Never had Kirk felt so electrified from being stroked for the first time. And this felt 
way different than how his wife touched him. 


"You're right, this could be very dangerous. Holy fuck" Kirk gasped as Lars rubbed his sensitive head. He kissed 
Lars feverishly as he found his way into his pants and underwear, wanting to make him feel just as good. Lars 


moaned into the kiss, desperately needing more. 


"Too much clothes." Lars pulled back, taking his shirt off. Kirk licked his lips as his gaze washed over his 
heaving chest, to his flat stomach, and hard dick. He lifted his back and Lars helped him take his off. He settled 
on top of Kirk again 


"Where were we?" Kirk held him close with one arm as he returned his other hand down his pants. Lars was 
grunting his approval when they heard a bang come through the baby monitor. Then two seconds later, Layne 
was crying loudly. 


"Fuck, why?" Lars got off of Kirk reluctantly. He put his shirt back on and turned the monitor off. "Sorry, | 
was hoping this wouldn't happen. Nightmare, and he likes to throw his toy. | think this time it might've knocked 
something over. Maybe we should continue this in the guest bedroom, if you want. Help yourself if you're 
hungry, thirsty. | hope he goes down fast." 


"Yea, it's ok. man Go, take your time." Lars bent to give him a quick kiss before heading towards the stairs. 
Kirk tucked himself back into his underwear then groaned because he was painfully hard and couldn't zip his 
pants. 


He sat up, pounding the rest of his drink He tried to think of anything else besides Lars and how amazingly 
surreal it had all felt between them. But he was kind of relieved for the interruption. He didn't have a 
gameplan, not thinking they were going to end up practically giving each other hand jobs. It hadn't been Kirk's 


intention when he got there. 
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Lars had to pee and finally got Layne to sleep successfully. It took over an hour. He waited in the hall for a 
couple of minutes after using the bathroom to make sure he wouldn't start crying again. Making his way to 
the guest bedroom, he was happy to see the light on under the crack of the door. 


"Hey there, sorry that took a while." Lars walked into the room, shutting the door. Kirk didn't say anything 
because he was sleeping. Lars sighed, "Of course." He walked towards the bed very amused to see what state 


he was in. 


Kirk rested on his side, completely naked with his left leg uncovered, sticking out, sheet barely covered his hip 
and ass. The album was next to him in bed, open towards his chest. Lars barely noticed he'd been watching 


porn until this high-pitched squeal blared from the TNV. 


"What the?" He looked up to see some girl climaxing and moaning like a cartoon character on speed. "Alright 


Kirk." He carefully took the remote from his hand to turn it off. This made him stir. 


"Hmmm..." He moaned in his sleep then rolled onto his back Stretching his leg, the sheet slid down, exposing him. 
He was semi-hard and slid his hand there. "Yea, that's it." He said softly. Lars wondered what he was dreaming 
about and took the album off the bed. "Lars, that feels great. Your mouth is perfect" Lars whipped his head 
around to catch him sliding his hand over his length. 


"Oh shit” Should he wake him? Should he watch and see if he wakes himself up? If he wakes him, does he try 
to continue where they left off? As much as insanely hot it was to see Kirk in this state, Lars sighed in relief 
when he just stopped touching himself. He was going to let it be, even if he wanted to get in bed with him. He'd 
wake Kirk up by kissing him softly and he'd take over the stroking. Then he'd let Kirk jack him off. It sounded 
like a good idea, right? 


But no, instead he thought it best they were in separate beds that night. They were big boys and could ease 
their personal sexual frustration on their own. Lars grumbled as he picked up the used tissues that were on 
the bed next to him. Then he grabbed a glass of water from the bathroom and put it on the nightstand 
before grabbing his empty vodka glass. He covered him with the blankets he had kicked aside when he saw 
goosebumps on his chest. Lars kissed his forehead and walked towards the door. Turning the light off, Kirk 
grumbled. 


‘Lars, why did you stop? You were sucking me so good" Lars shook his head amused knowing in the morning 


this would be an interesting conversation. He tugged at his own dick, feeling very constricted in his underwear. 


"He's going to kill me slowly." Lars said, heading downstairs to put the glass in the kitchen and turn off any 
lights. 
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Lars was in the family room singing at the top of his lungs to some kid show with Myles when Kirk headed 


downstairs. 


"| guess if you ever get tired of playing drums, this could be your calling." He walked into the room laughing at 
how off key they both were. It was great. 


"Hey, gotta have a backup, right?" Lars shrugged. "I made breakfast. There's scrambled eggs, and pancakes. | 


have a ton of fruit if you want, also.” 
"Thanks, coffee?" Kirk rubbed his eyes. 


"Yea, go ahead, I'll be right there." Lars put Layne in his swing and Myles in the playpen before going into the 
kitchen. 


"Sorry, | took so long last night" Lars blushed thinking about what he walked in on. 


"Don't be, it's cool" Kirk sat at the table with his food and coffee. Lars poured himself another cup and sat 


across from him. 
"| don't want this awkwardness." He was done playing games. 


‘Ok, me neither. But it's awkward." Kirk laughed nervously. "There's a million thoughts in my head right now. 
Food's good, thanks." 


"Me too, my mind is racing. | didn't sleep a wink after | went to find you. | hope they take a long nap so | can 


rest today. Yea sure, eat as much as you want" He drummed his fingers on the table. 


"So, you did come in while | was sleeping? | thought | was crazy. | don't remember turning off the TV, or the 
lights. And | certainly didn't get up to grab water." He swallowed his pancakes before he said. "I wish you'd 
woken me up." Their eyes locked. Lars wanted to kick himself. 


"Kirk, it was super late. After | went upstairs it took me over an hour to put him down. You were in a deep 


sleep, but very chatty. Lars bit his lip nervously. Kirk almost choked on his food because he knew where this 


was headed. 


"Chatty, huh? You know | talk in my sleep sometimes. What did | say?" Kirk hoped it wasn't too crazy or 


obscene. 


"You were dreaming about me. You knew exactly what you wanted from me. Which is not surprising considering 


how | found you." Lars watched him get embarrassed and shy. 


‘lm..ughhh..sorry if | freaked you out. Or made it weird." Kirk was still curious since he'd slept naked. "What 
did | say exactly?" 


"Don't be sorry. It was kind of a turn on hearing you say those things about me. You apparently liked my 
mouth, it felt really good sucking you off. It seems | caught you right after you... peaked. You were still kind of 
hard, and restless. I've got to ask what would've happened if | woke you up? When you were excited, dreaming 
of me?" Lars now moved over to the chair next to him. Kirk was mortified, his heart pounding when Lars 


touched his knee. He felt his deep stare, waiting for him to respond. 


"| would've loved to find out. But if we find ourselves in that situation again, we wake each other up, deal?" Kirk 


put his hand out to shake. 

"Deal, but | like this better." Lars moved closer, pulling him into a slow kiss. 

"Mmm., me too." Kirk smiled against his mouth. 

‘lm not going to lie, I'm not sure | would've been ready for anything beyond what did happen. | had no plans on 
us getting that far. But it would've been nice to have finished together. Believe me, | struggled. | truly wanted 
to wake you, but | was scared." Lars wondered how he felt. 

"You're right, | feel the same. | think if it was meant to happen, you wouldn't have thought about it twice. And 
| would've stayed up for you. Was | touching myself, you know when you saw me? You said | was hard." He had 
a feeling he might've been. 

"Yea, just a little bit. Do | have to change the sheets?" Lars really didn't feel like it. 

"No, | didn't have a wet dream. | didn't mean to put you in a weird spot. I'm scared, too. By the way. But when 
we started screwing around." Kirk shook his head, feeling the heat rising up in his neck. He wanted to feel that 
way all the time. 


"It was unreal, right?" Lars winked at him, knowing he'd never felt like that in his life. 


"Holy shit, Lars. When | can put it into words, | will tell you. Which is why | think we need to go slow. At least 


until we sort out some of the other stuff with us." Kirk hoped he was on the same page. 


"Yea, one hundred percent. I'm so happy to hear that. So kissing and heavy petting is allowed?" Lars felt like a 
teenager. It was kind of exciting. 


"Oh, for sure. But say, if, you know we find ourselves in the throes of passion again, I'm going to finish what | 
start. Especially if we're getting lost in each other, in the moment. Like before you had to stop. | don't know 
how far we'd have let it go. What if, right?" Kirk smirked mischievously as he faced him, moving closer. 


"You are going to make me crazy. But in a good way." He let Kirk grab his waist, pulling him closer. 


"Good, because | just want to nibble right here." Kirk started to kiss his neck and scraped his teeth along his 
collar bone. Lars groaned, not wanting him to stop. He held Kirk's head close, tangling his fingers in his hair. He 
pulled lightly. 


"That's nice." He whispered as Kirk licked where he was biting, pulling Lars to sit in his lap now. 


"So is this." Kirk raised his shirt, peppering his chest with opened mouth kisses. He breathed deeply, nuzzling 
into his chest hair. Kirk had wanted to do that when he'd been on top of him shirtless. He made it a point to 
keep his hands off his legs and crotch unless Lars asked for it. He wasn't going to start something else they 
couldn't finish. 


"Oh fuck" Lars breathed, when he sucked on his nipple lazily. "I can't get carried away. Soon one of them is 
going to need me and." Kirk circled his other nipple, avoiding the ring on purpose, and kneaded his back. Lars 


sighed deeply as he felt himself getting hard quicker than usual. 


"You're right. | need to go, too. | just want to..play with you. | want to see how far we can push each other." 
Kirk kissed him. "I think itll be hotter now since no one is watching." He let Lars get up. 


"Well at least | can honestly say, kissing and touching you without any influence, is something else. I'd forgotten 
how good it felt. But now that I've thought about the pictures, | really want to know about those photo shoots. 
Oh, let me go get the album. It's in my room." Lars said shyly, not wanting to give it back. 

"You can borrow it. Just guard it with your life. l'm happy you enjoyed it, too." Kirk envisioned the whole 
scenario and cleared his throat. "Walk me to the car?" He grabbed Lars's hand and his bag and walked towards 


the kitchen entrance. 


"Sure. just see what they're doing.” They walked back into the family room together to find them both asleep. 
"Come on" Lars whispered as they walked through the house, to the foyer. 


lm happy | came over." Kirk said once outside. 


"Me too. But I'm going to try and sleep now. What are you up to?" 


"I have to take my dogs to the vet later, for their shots. And Lani is obsessed with landscaping the backyard, 
again. She said something about meeting a designer? Who knows? I'll call you later." Kirk shrugged as he put his 


bag in the car. 


"Yea, call me later. Have fun with all that" Lars wrapped his arms around Kirk's waist. They shared a lingering, 
sensual kiss. Lars held him tightly, squeezing his ass. Kirk kissed him back harder in response. 


"Bye Lars. | need to go take the coldest shower now." He patted his chest when they pulled apart. 


"Glad to help. Get home safe, ok? | must go put Layne in his crib. If | can get at least two hours, I'll be happy." 
Lars watched him drive off, wishing he hadn't. 


22. Secret friends? 


Author's Notes: 
Bit and pieces of things to come in this installment. | don't know what Lani's occupation was, so | just went with 


artist. Not sure what kind, but it works. So thanks for reading, and who's Evan? We shall see.. 


Kirk spent the drive home trying to work through his guilt. How would he tell Lani. How graphic was he 
supposed to get? He decided he was going to be honest and answer any questions. He didn't want her to get 
hurt. But she was their cheerleader apparently. 


Kirk walked through the door nervously deciding he'd act based on Lani's demeanor. "Hey, honey." He found her 
in the dining room, doing something on her laptop. He bent to kiss the top of her head. 


"Hi. How was your late night?" She looked up, giving him all her attention 
"It was... unexpected. Yea, that's it." He blushed, while proud of his answer. 


"Unexpected how? What happened?" Lani could tell he didn't want to say the wrong thing. He slumped down in 
the chair next to her and took a breath. 


"We talked, which led to kissing. Which led to.." He bounced his leg nervously. 

"Kirk, you can tell me. | promise." She covered his hand reassuringly. He nodded. 

"It led to... touching and exploring. Then Layne started crying, and Lars had to take care of him. When he had 
finished that, he found me sleeping." Kirk watched her face before going into any more details. To his surprise, 


she just listened patiently. 


"That's it? | think you're leaving something out. If you need to talk about it, I'll listen When you're ready." She 


smiled sweetly at him. 


"IIl tell you right now. After that, I've got to shower so | can take the dogs." Kirk sat back and told her how 
everything unfolded He was honest about how much he wished Lars had woken him up. But how they'd both 
been happy since they agreed not to rush anything, 


"Well, that sure is a lot of... activity. You guys need to figure out your feelings. | think you should just take it 


one step at a time. We can talk more later." Lani was being so understanding, it was freaking him out. 


"What have you done with my wife? Is there an alien inside you, using your body as a host?" He waved his 
hand in front of her face jokingly. She rolled her eyes. 


"Kirk, just be honest with me. Don't do anything you don't feel is right, and itll work out. And most importantly, 
see it through. Not just the physical stuff, but all the emotions you've both kept inside. I'm not mad, so don't 
drive yourself crazy. Now go get ready since the appointments in an hour." She closed her laptop and got up 
from her chair. 

"As long as you're sure. | love you." Kirk stood and pulled her close. 

'| love you, too." She kissed him softly. "| might have some ideas on you and | working through this. I'm just 
thinking some things through. Now go. I'm going to take them outside in the meantime, so there aren't any 


accidents like last time." 


"Good idea, I'd just had the car detailed, too, remember? We will continue this." Kirk shook his head then ran 


upstairs. 

Lani ran around the yard playing with the dogs when her phone rang. She ran over to the table to pick it up. 
"Hello?" She answered, annoyed when she saw the number. "I told you I'd talk to you later. My husband is 
waiting for me. Now, I'm hanging up!" Lani abruptly ended the call and anxiously threw toys around for them to 


play with. Then she walked around the yard picking up their droppings. 


DREE EE EEEE EE EE EE EE 

In the late afternoon, Kirk sat outside reading a new book he had picked up, not being able to concentrate. 
Affer reading the same page twice, he wasn't retaining it. He was nervous because Lars would know everything 
the next day. He was also watching the time since it had been over an hour since he talked to Lani and she 
said she'd be home soon. He picked up the phone, calling Lars. 

"Hey, what's up?" Lars answered, a smile in his voice. 


"Nothing. Did you get to sleep?" Kirk went inside to get a drink 


"Yea, | feel human again" Lars responded with a laugh. He started telling Kirk about some new bands he had 


been interested in. He was describing this one album in particular. 
"That sounds interesting. I'll have to check it out. Tell me the name." 
‘Or, you could just borrow it from me." Lars had a point. 


"True. So, when does Skylar come back from her medical conference?" Kirk couldn't remember. 


"End of the week They asked her to help a colleague. | can't stop thinking about you Kirk" He said in a low 


Voice. 


"Well, I'm glad cuz, I've been thinking of you all day. How much | like making out with you and can't wait to do it 
again" Kirk said quietly. 


"Yea, me too. | also love the way you play with my nipple ring. It really gets me going, you know?" 
"Well, l'm dying to bite at it. How would you like that?" Kirk said seductively. 


"Hot damn don't get me worked up. Like you did in my kitchen this morning." Lars sighed, picturing Kirk licking at 
his nipple, biting him. 


"Why? Will it make you hard? Want me to ease that for you? Help you relieve your stress?" Kirk's mind kept 
going back to Lars finding him the night before. He knew how excited that had made him. 


"You are an evil, evil man. I'm already wanting to jump out of my skin when | think of you touching me. You 
can't imagine what acts I've been visualizing us in together." Lars hoped he didn't ask for details since most 
were very kinky. 


sex would be fun, and maybe ease some of the pressure next time they were alone. 


"As sexy and fun as this is, | can't right now. | have to take Myles to a play date in half an hour. But we will 
continue this later, | hope?" He felt bad. 


"Why don't we video chat later? If you want to. Its not like we go to bed early. Who knows, it could be a lot of 
fun" He really hoped he'd say yes. 


"l'Il be there. Any time after midnight. Giving myself a kid buffer so hopefully there won't be any interruptions. 


Or as many. So, it's up to you to text me when you pick a time." Lars was excited. 

"Great, Ill see you later. Hopefully, without anything on" Kirk's voice got low. 

"Bye Kirk" He really wanted to kill him. 

"Bye Larsy. | can't wait until later. Have fun at your playdate." Kirk heard him groan before they hung up. He 
looked at the clock, again wondering where his wife was. They had plans to see a friend's show that night, 


starting with an early dinner before. He decided to call her. 


She picked it up right before it went to voicemail. "Kirk, hey. Is everything ok?" 


"Yea, except that we have plans, remember? Are you on your way home?" He tried to listen to see if she was 


driving. 
"Oh crap! What time are we supposed to be there?" Lani sounded panicked. 


"Two hours. Look, | can go by myself or call someone up. If you're having too good a time, it's fine." Kirk was a 


little annoyed. 
"No, no. Don't be ridiculous. l'm leaving now, | promise.” She was flustered. 


“Alright, do you know what you're wearing? | can pull it out of the closet?" He asked because sometimes she 
had these things planned out. 


"IFs fine. I've gotta go. I'll see you soon, bye." Lani hung up on him. Or so she thought. He sighed, annoyed. "Oh, 
I'm sorry Evan, maybe next time we can.you know. | lost track of time. I'll call you soon" Kirk heard and 
decided to wait a minute. 


Just when he was about to hang up his phone, he heard Evan say, "I'll be thinking of you. Today was great." 
Who the fuck was Evan? Kirk needed to calm down. How many times had people twisted something he said or 
did to incriminate him? He wasn't going to do the same to Lani, it wasn't fair. Also, what Kirk heard was a little 
muffled since her phone was probably in her pocket. So he decided to wait until she told him about where she 
had been that day. Kirk would let her bring up Evan. 


They ended up having a fun night out together and she did tell him about Evan She met him through her 
sister. It turns out he's a gallery owner and is interested in her works. Kirk thought he had nothing to worry 
about until they got home, and she couldn't keep her hands off him. More than wanting to give her pleasure, 
he was taking his time and being very attentive. But she seemed distracted, not giving him everything in 
return. She barely kissed him, and when they did, she didn't let it get as passionate as usual. When they were 


done, she complained that she was tired and had an early day. 


Kirk tried not to let it bother him. There had been plenty of times when he was horny and just wanted nothing 
more than to move the sex along until they were both satisfied. After they had finished, she pretty much 
went to sleep right away. Kirk left the bedroom to kill time until his video date with Lars. He had about an 


hour. 


23. First step is admitting it 


Author's Notes: 
Alright..so they are finally coming to terms with how they feel. Also, having fun with it. Lars asks Kirk some 


"Hi." Lars smiled and waved to the camera on his laptop when Kirk called him. 
"Hey you." Kirk nodded shyly. He fidgeted on the couch. 


"This doesn't have to be weird, you know. It's not the first video chat we've ever had." Lars tried to ease his 


nerves as he bit his nail. 


"That's convincing." Kirk laughed at him. "So what did you do today?" He wanted to create a loose, fun 
conversation to see what would happen Kirk watched Lars stretched out on his bed, laying on his side. He sank 
his head into the pillows as he started to tell Kirk about his adventures with his kids. Soon they were laughing 
and relaxing a bit when they started cracking jokes. 


‘Oh man, Lars. | think Myles might need therapy. We should bring him with us next time." He took a drink of 
his tea, laughing. 


"Funny, is it? Only my son would end up sharing his boogers with sweet little Samantha. And she took them! At 
least her mom was cool about it. | guess he has a girlfriend now." Lars now started laughing at how absurd it 


sounded. 


"Well maybe you should stop picking your nose so openly in front of your kids? But | guess he's a ladies’ man, 
huh? Just like his dad. Nothing says | like you more than some crusty mucus. That's great" Kirk was picturing 
it in his head, smiling. 


I'm glad you think so. And how was your day?" Lars was glad to see him unwind as he got comfortable on his 
couch, lying in the same position as he was. His eyes watched his tank top riding up his torso, exposing his 


stomach. His tight boxer briefs hugged his hips perfectly and the top of his shapely thighs. 


Kirk had been so distracted by his own story about his dog running off on him when he went to the vet that 


he wasn't paying attention to Lars. 


"Yea, can you believe Hoku took off after a squirrel? I'm happy | got her back right away. She hadn't done 
anything like that since she was a puppy." He looked at his computer to see Lars smiling quietly to himself. 


"Lars, you there?" 
"Im here. Glad your dog's ok" He winked at him. 

"So, what's up? Were you zoning out?" Kirk hoped he wasn't having a change of heart: 
"No, just pondering something.” Lars shook his head. 

"What is it? Does it have to do with me?" He knew damn well it did 


"lim just curious about something. | want to ask about somethings, but not sure how to go about it." Lars 


scratched his chin nervously. 


"You, Lars Ulrich, at a loss for words? Just ask me. I'll do my best to answer." Kirk shrugged, trying to remain 


cool. Even if his hesitation made him anxious. 


"Here goes. Basically, | was curious about when you used to go to sex clubs." Kirk raised an eyebrow. "Did you 


have threesomes, or anything like that?" Lars took a deep breath. 
‘Ive had threesomes before, you know that. So haven't you." Kirk was confused but intrigued. 
‘Let me rephrase. | meant with another guy. Did you like being watched? If you were with another dude, was it 


don't know if you want to talk about any of this. Let's start there, if you do." Lars stammered at the end. He 


covered his face with his hands instantly regretting his questions. 


"Well, that's a mouthful." Kirk seemed calm, a good sign. He was processing everything. "Let me get my 
thoughts together. Lars, can | see your face?" He'd covered it with his arm. 


"You're not mad?" He rolled over onto his stomach, getting comfortable. Waiting patiently, listening intently 


when Kirk spoke. 


"No. Should | be? | will start off by saying | don't always like being watched. | am an introvert, remember? It 
was always situational. One or two people that weren't participating were fine. But | didn't really get hot and 
heavy in the common areas. We prefer private rooms. At first it was a little weird watching her with someone 
else. But it's all mental. | knew that's where it stayed, with either one of us. Trust is the most important 
aspect of doing that with your partner. We had a very long talk before we visited one for the first time. Now 
to answer the rest of your questions. Yes, we both had sex with other people together. I've never fucked, nor 
have | been fucked by another guy. That, and blowjobs are the only things I've never done with another man. 
Why are you asking?" Kirk finished his cup of tea. "Thinking of checking one out?" 


"Hardly. | had no idea about any of that. I'm curious since you're bi and I've only ever seen you with women. 


You've never wanted to sleep with a guy? Have you ever had a boyfriend?" Lars was fascinated and this 


helped him understand their situation a little better. He'd always wondered about the sex clubs and Kirk's 
sexuality. 


"Yea..there's been guys | would want to experiment with. But no boyfriends. | was awkward growing up. When 
puberty hit, and | was discovering hormones, it was always girls | was drawn to. It wasn't until | was a few 
years older, and | kissed a friend on a dare that | realized | might like guys, too. What about you, Lars? | know 
you're not gay, so are you bi? I'm not the only guy I've known you to kiss and be flirty with." He watched Lars 
fidget with his earring. This should be interesting. 


"Gay, no. Bi, maybe. | guess I've never thought about it. Yea, I've kissed other guys. Just out of fun and 
curiosity. But..you're the only one I've ever wanted to kiss repeatedly. Have kissed repeatedly." He looked 
directly into Kirk's eyes, giving him a sly smile. 

"ll let you keep kissing me." Kirk blushed. "And anything more that you want to try." 

"| like the sound of that a whole lot. Do you want to sleep with me, Kirk?" Lars got nervous again. 

"Eventually, since we said we weren't going to jump in, right? There's a few steps before that, you know?" Kirk 
suddenly felt exposed since it was the first time he willingly admitted it. "Do you want to sleep with me, too?" 


It was a two-way street. 


"You tell me." Lars said quietly, rolling onto his side again. His tiny, thin little boxers barely concealed his 
hardness. Kirk's eyes widened, staring at it, wanting to see it. 


"Say it. You're excited, | get it. But | need to hear you say it. The first step is admitting it. Especially to 
yourself" He had a point. 


Fine, | really want to have sex with you. This..is your fault" Lars tugged at his crotch. 
"My fault? I'm not even touching you." Like he was innocent. "Now don't you feel better that you've said it? | 
only ask because I've been struggling with it. | just want us to stop being idiots about it" He liked seeing Lars 


all wound up with his skin becoming flushed. 


"What is this, sex addicts anonymous? It's hot, are you hot? Stupid question because you're at your house." He 


took off his tank top, getting all flustered. 


"Bro, why don't we video chat more, this is entertaining.’ Kirk said in between laughs when he flung the shirt, 
knocking something over on the nightstand. 


"You're an asshole." Lars tried to relax. But as he stared at Kirk, processing everything he told him, the more 


it turned him on. 


"Sorry. Want me to help you relieve your tension?” Kirk's own dick twitched, watching Lars adjust himself 


every few seconds. 


24. Confidence is sexy 


Author's Notes: 
Some more fun from these two, continuing their cybersex session. I've never described anything like this 
before, so | hope everyone enjoys it. | had fun writing it!! Working on some more of my soap opera... Thanks 


for reading!! 


"Sure. Why don't you tell me about your dream | caught you having? | was sucking your dick, right?" He 


scraped his side after he scratched an itch. Kirk stared at his narrow waist, wanting to wrap himself around it. 


"Oh that? Right, ok" He was caught off guard by his directness. "What are you curious about? If | returned 


the favor?" He smirked when Lars lifted an eyebrow at the image. 
"Yea, was it hard and fast? What else were we doing?" Lars asked with a curious tone. 


"Well, we had been making out. On your couch, if you remember correctly. You were on top of me. It felt so 
great, Lars. Your hand slowly feeling me up..can't wait for next time." Kirk sat up to take his tank top off. He 
had Lars's undivided attention. 


"Yea, me either.| can't wait. For next time." His eyes raked over Kirk's strong shoulders and arms. "Yea, | 
remember how much | liked you writhing under me. And when you groped my cock, it was unreal. Your nipples 
were so hard against mine. | hadn't even touched them." Lars licked his lips, voice trailing. 


"Yea, so we were grinding into each other's hands. Your lips on my neck sent shivers down my spine. Biting 
gently, then kissing and licking your way down my chest. My nails drag along your shoulders and back, down 
your spine. You moan around my nipple as you suckle it slowly. | love the slope of your back, dipping to your 
tight waist. Then your tight little ass. Gently following your curves." Kirk had slid his hips forward, towards the 


camera. He opened his legs, enticing Lars with his growing bulge. 


"That sounds so good, baby. Why don't you get those nipples hard for me now? Imagine me licking and biting 
you." Lars watched him lick his fingertips before circling around his nipples. His heart skipped a beat. "Oh wow, 
does it feel good?" 


"Yea, but yours look neglected. Especially that little hoop. Give it a tug for me." He squeezed his own nipple 
sending a pulse to his balls. Lars had licked his own fingers and was teasing the unpierced nipple while gently 


pulling his hoop a bit. "That's it..god, that's sexy." 


"Yea, it really is." Lars said in agreement watching Kirk slide his fingers on his sternum down to his navel. Then 


he would slide up again, twist his nipple then repeat. "Is that how | touch you.iin your dream?" He licked his lips, 


wishing they were tasting Kirk's body. 


"Right, oh the dream. Curious..do you play with it when you jerk off? Does it help you to come?" Kirk was 
getting so hot, remembering his belly piercing sensitivity. 


"It does, and yes, | do sometimes. You like your belly button touched?" Lars watched him dipping his finger in 
there. Then he slid it along his waist band sliding it a little lower until he could see his flames fully. His other 
hand inched up his inner thigh, tickling this one spot that made him mad. 


"I do like it touched. And licked, light scratches. | miss my piercing, but whatever." He shrugged. "I wish you 


were here, slowly licking and scratching my body." 
"Me too. You like it slow? What else do you like?" Lars really wanted to know. 


‘Sometimes yea. Other times | love it rough, hard and fast. Know what | mean? Sometimes I'm in a kinky, dirty 


mood." Kirk winked at him. 
Lars nodded in approval, taking a deep breath. "So if we were together right now, what mood are you in?" 
brought him back. 


"Well, if you were physically here, with me. I'd want things to evolve slowly. | want to explore every inch of 
you. Take my time. But I'm so horny right now, watching you squirm on the bed. You're so fucking hard. | see 

ou sneaking some strokes in there." He gave him a knowing look. "| know you're all worked up there. | want to 
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watch you lose yourself" Kirk was trying to keep his cool. 


"It takes two. It's hard to control myself when | see sweat shining on your neck and you keep moaning. Not to 
mention the wet spot on your boxers and your cock is trying to make a break for it. | say we get naked and 
watch each other." Lars slid his underwear down his hips and legs. He lay back against the pillows, placing his 
laptop at the perfect angle next to him. Kirk was salivating at the sight of Lars naked and aroused for him. 
"Your turn" Lars gave him that shit eating grin he knew so well. 


"Ok" Kirk stripped off his underwear then put his feet up on the coffee table on each side of his laptop. "How's 
this?" He slid his hips forward giving Lars an eyeful, after he put a pillow under his ass. He started to stroke 


himself, giving him a smoldering stare. 
‘Jesus, you are so fucking hot" Lars stammered, watching him tickle his balls. 
"Yea so are you. | want to taste you all over. So, back to the dream. You're such a tease, stroking me hard, 


then pulling your hand away. | grab your ass, squeezing. Your hips buck against mine, grinding our cocks 
together. Now, show me how you want me to touch you." He licked his lips, coiling his fingers around his shaft. 


"That sounds amazing." Lars stroked himself gently, up the shaft and around. He spread his pre-cum around 
his head slowly, locking eyes with Kirk "Touch me like this." Lars cupped his balls, dragging on the delicate skin 


"Mmm, yea, get it nice and hard for me. Yea, just like that" Kirk bit his lip, moaning when he grazed his slit. 
"You reach in between us, pulling down my jeans further. You're kissing my neck and chest, sliding down my 
body. Your tongue on my stomach gets me even hotter for you." Kirk sucked on his fingers, coating them with 
saliva. Then he spread his pre-cum to his balls, then teased under them, pushing against his hole. Lars was 
mesmerized while he tugged on his tightening sac and stroked a little harder. He was moaning, getting close 
very fast. Maybe it was a good thing Kirk wasn't really touching him. 


"Kirk, god..it feels like heaven. Doesn't it?" He asked watching him stroke hard, causing his breath to hitch. "I 
love watching you. | want to make that dream come true for you, for us. What happens next, am | deep 
throating that thick cock of yours? Do you want that to be my fingers, pushing into your ass? You do that a 
lot, when you're alone? Shit, that's amazing, how's it feel?" Lars had his eyes glued to the screen. 


"Fuck yes, Lars, to all of it. It.feels..ugghh." He moaned, thrusting up into his hand. "Shit. So, now you're sucking 
me so good, jerking yourself at the same time. Soon we're both close to blowing our loads. | ask you stop." Kirk 


said softly, hips coming off the couch as he played with his hole, finding his spot. 


"Really, why am | stopping? You want this?" Lars slid his cock through his fingers, towards the screen at Kirk. 
"Am | going to fuck you now, is that what you want, baby? That's it, you're so close | can tell" So wasn't Lars 
as they couldn't take their eyes off each other. The way Kirk looked at him while telling him about his sexy 


dream could put him over the edge alone. 


his pleasure. He kept hitting his prostate. 


"Go ahead, think of how good it would feel. You're so hot and tight, gripping me... you don't let me touch your 
cock as it rubs up against us... pounding into you. Pressing your fingers anywhere you can grab, dragging your 
nails all over me. | slide all the way in as you roll your hips. Damn, I'm so close." Lars trailed off to catch his 


breath, moaning obscenely. 
"Holy fuck, I'm going to explode..." Kirk groaned, rubbing himself harder, he twisted his finger, pressing on his 
prostate repeatedly. "Oh yes, oh shit..oh.." He grunted, spilling himself all over his heaving chest, and neck. His 


stomach contracted as he stroked through his orgasm. Lars swore that was the hottest thing he'd ever seen 


"Shit Kirk, I'm so ready. That is so sexy..you." Lars went faster on himself, thrashing all over the bed. His whole 
body tightened. 


"That's it, imagine it's my hand wrapped around you. Kissing your neck, feasting on your ear. I'm pressed up 


come for me babe." Kirk licked his lips, speaking in the lowest, deepest voice. Lars had never heard it come out 


of him before. That did it for him. 


"Oh, fuck baby. Oh fuck, fuck.” Lars repeated, arching his back. He came so hard; he could barely breathe. He 
quivered against his palm intensely. Lars shook all over, enjoying his all body high. 


"That felt so good, huh? It looked even better." Kirk wiped himself clean, loving what he just saw. Lars opened 


his eyes, smiling from ear to ear. 


"So are you, so damn sexy. That was some exciting, delicious... cybersex? If it was that earth moving..." Kirk 


was speechless at the moment. 


"Then what will it be like when we do more things to each other?" Lars shrugged anxious to discover and 


experience more with him. 


"Yea, | think | might literally explode. This is still unreal, but in a good way." Kirk put his underwear back on 


when he was softening up. 


"I know, I'm on cloud rine right now. Because of you. Because of how good you make me feel and | like it." Lars 
cleaned himself up. 


"Yea, to say this helped relieve a lot of tension between us is an understatement. I'm going to sleep a little 
better even if...no l'm not going to talk about it” Kirk didn't want the anxiety to creep up on him. He wasn't 
going to get inside his head about Jason and how Lars could handle the whole thing. 

"What? What is it? Look, if you're worried about tomorrow, I'll only get defensive if he pushes me. Just relax, 
itll be fine. But | will say the way this has you so worked up makes my mind race. | can wait until morning to 


find out everything.” Lars didn't want to burst his happy bliss bubble. 


"Sure, I'm sorry. Get here early, say 10:30 to llish?" Kirk hoped to have some alone time with him before Lars 


would have his mind blown 

"Sure, as long as there's coffee." Lars's mind raced, thinking of what they could get up to. 
"Plenty of it. | might even feed you." Kirk said with a laugh. 

"This.we must do again If you want to" His face felt flushed. 

"| would, and | agree" Now Kirk was getting red, looking shyly at the floor. 


"IIl be thinking of this and of you and how sexy this was. ls.. I'm babbling." He gave him butterflies. 


"You can babble, cuz it was damn sexy. But | think it's bedtime. That and | have to charge this thing. So, tell 
me, did you record it? It's ok if you did since | might've" Kirk winked at him, hoping he wasn't mad. 


"| might've, too." Lars winked back at him, sitting up. Then he blew a kiss. 
"Goodnight Lars." Kirk blew a kiss back at him. 


"Bye Kirk." They signed off. 


25. Emotional support Lars 


Author's Notes: 

Ah, the morning after sexy video chat date. Before Lars has his world turned even more upside down, he and 
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The next morning, Kirk had woken up feeling anxious and stressed out. It was like he had no rest. Lani had been 


on the phone with a business call when he showered and went downstairs. 
"Good morning." He said from the kitchen when he heard her footsteps down the hall. 


"Hi." Lani walked over to him and gave him a lingering kiss. He saw she was dressed and ready to leave. She 
wore a flowy yellow dress, belted with contrasting jewelry and purple wedge sandals. Her minimal make-up 


made her lashes pop. Kirk noticed she smelled like his favorite perfume. 


"Leaving already? You look really beautiful. | love that scent on you." He held her close, playing with the ends of 
her shiny ponytail. 


"Soon. Thanks, you look.loungy. You're wound so tightly. Going to do yoga, relax? You should have time." She 
noticed how stiff his neck felt when she'd put her arms around him. He was loungy as she put it in a faded T- 
shirt and cotton exercise shorts with his unkept hair tied back. 


‘lm trying. I'm just scared, you know? | have no idea how Lars is going to react. | guess its a good thing that | 
already know the truth. That way | can keep him from killing Jason" Kirk shrugged. Despite knowing for a few 
days, Kirk hadn't analyzed it like he normally would. Lars had been a fun distraction 


“Speaking of Lars, how was your video date? Did you have fun?" Lani bringing it up first was a relief to him. 
‘It was fun alright." He winked, blushing. "It was... very revealing.” He stopped for her reaction. 


"I bet it was revealing. | don't need details. If you guys get up to anything physical, just do me a favor. Keep it 
out of our bedroom." Lani was going through her bag to check she had everything. 


"Yea, | will" Kirk was making himself breakfast. "I still feel guilty. This isn't benefiting you in any way. | want to 
do something for you. It's not to make myself feel better. | know that's what you're going to say. | want you 
to feel good about the situation I'm not giving up on us, you know that" He brought his cereal and coffee over 


to the table. 


"Stop, we'll talk later. OF course, | know that. I'm not, either. | have to go. If anything earth shattering happens, 
call me. Goodluck" Lani pulled him closer. "Now kiss me." He grabbed her face, kissing her slowly. They were 
really getting into it until the timer on the oven startled them both. Kirk pulled back, smiling. 

"Yea, wish us luck" He went over to the oven to check on the rest of his food. 


"Sending good vibes. I'll see you tonight, | love you." She grabbed her things. 


"| love you." He watched her walk out of the kitchen and his nerves came back. Kirk ate his breakfast quickly 


before he got ready for Lars and Jason 
An hour later, his phone beeped. He saw it was Lars telling him he was on his way. Kirk was busy getting the 
food ready when the doorbell rang twenty minutes later. He had also managed to loosen up when he fit in a 


quick yoga session 


"Hi, come in" Kirk swung the door open, greeting Lars with a shy smile. The fluttering in the pit of his stomach 
was spreading up to his throat. 


"Gladly." Lars winked at him, standing close to him. "Sleep ok?" 

“Somewhat, you? Lets go in here." He started to walk to the living room, with Lars following. 
"Like a baby, after | watched our chat" Lars sat down next to Kirk on the couch. 

"I just bet. Are you as nervous as me?" Kirk's hands shook in his lap. 


"Yea. Why? It's us, we shouldn't be so nervous. Not after what we did. | thought | was going to come here and 
jump on top of you today. Not going to lie." He sat back, trying to calm the knot in his stomach. 


"Yea, me too. Maybe it's because we shared something outside our comfort zone. | feel more vulnerable than | 


did when we were all over each other. And our video chat." Kirk felt a little better after sharing that. 
"Its ok. | feel the same." Lars put his hand over Kirk's then 


"So, are you hungry, thirsty? | have fresh coffee made. Or if you want espresso, or... Lars had moved closer 
to him, their legs touching. 


“Shhh...that can wait" He raised Kirk's chin to look him in the eye. "We can help each other with our nerves." 
Lars kissed his cheek. "Work through our vulnerabilities." He kissed his other cheek. "Take our time." He kissed 
under his chin, enjoying the raspiness of his goatee. "I don't want us to fuck things up again" Kirk was starting 
to unwind a little. 


"Good, neither do |." Kirk grabbed his shirt, pushing their mouths together. Lars grabbed his waist, needing to 
feel him closer. Kirk just relished being pressed to him, feeling his heartbeat. Lars was having fun sucking on 
his bottom lip at times. They were moaning together, as Kirk moved forward, guiding Lars to lay back. Lars 
pulled him on top, deepening the kiss. Kirk's breathing quickened when Lars wrapped his leg around his hip, 
pushing Kirk down right on top of him. 


"What are you thinking there?" Kirk pulled back to breathe. 


"We don't have to rush; we can have fun.fully clothed. So we can kind of control ourselves." Lars kissed his 
neck and pushed his hips into Kirk's. "Just saying. I'm sure you can use your imagination” The look in his green 


eyes said everything as they darkened with lust. 


| can get behind this." Kirk settled in between his legs, sliding his hips up and down against Lars's. He slowly 
rolled his then, building friction between their crotches. "ls this what you were thinking?" Kirk kissed the side 
of his face, licking the shell of his ear. 


"Hmmm..we have plenty of time. And no crying babies." Lars glanced at the clock on the table noticing it was 
10:45 and Jason would get there at 12:30. "Yes, this is exactly what | was thinking.” He put his hands on Kirk's 
ass, feeling it flex under his thin cotton shorts as they rocked together. 


"Just let me have some access here." Kirk winked and unbuttoned Lars's shirt. He pulled it open, burying his 
face in the crook of his neck. "You smell amazing." Kirk breathed him in, licking his shoulder. Lars leaned into 
him. Kirk straightened up, straddling Lars so he could take off his t-shirt. He was about to lie on him again 
when Lars stopped him, putting his hand on his chest, caressing him all over his upper body. 


"I just want to look at you without hiding it. You're so gorgeous." Lars skimmed his hands down his sides, 
dragging his nails on his flames. Brazenly admiring him. "Fuck, I've wanted to do that since you got them." He 
continued to follow them under his shorts. He then dragged his hands low on his stomach, tracing under his 
scar. Kirk sighed when he touched him there, his leg flinched. "You like that? Is this one of your spots?" Lars 
did it repeatedly, slowly, causing Kirk to grind on him, pulsating. 


"Yea, but it feels even better if lm getting blown, or fucked, by you, | hope. Or there's no barrier constraining 
us." Kirk had been touching Lars everywhere, playing with his chest hair, tugging playfully. Now he circled his 
hoop, making him flinch also. "Like my tattoos?" He smirked, knowing he did. Its one of the reasons why he 
chose that location on his body. Maybe one day he'd share that with Lars. 


"Are you kidding me? As if you weren't hot enough already. You should've just put a sign here, saying ‘fuck 
me: Instead of your birthdate." Lars pressed on his cock for emphasis. Kirk pulled on his ring. 


| thought we were keeping our pants on" He shoved into his hand. Lars was still touching his stomach, as he 


scratched on the arch above his navel. 


"We are. | just can't help myself" He couldn't take his eyes off Kirk. Making up for lost time was going to be a 
whole lot of fun 


"Me either." He grabbed Lars by the shoulders, pulling him up until their chests collided. "You're so sexy. | love 
the shape of your mouth. And you're so damn pretty, too. From head to toe." Kirk traced his lips as he smiled. 


"Really? | have small lips. For my face." He blushed when Kirk kept staring at his mouth and kissed his hand 
sweetly. 


"No, they're perfectly defined. Especially when they're on me." Kirk grabbed his neck, practically shoving his 
tongue in Lars's mouth. Swiveling his pelvis, he sped up the friction with Lars. They layed back down and Kirk 
went harder, holding Lars's hands above his head. Kirk kept one leg over his hip, foot on the floor for leverage. 
Bending his other knee into the cushion gave Lars freedom to move with him. And move he did, arching his 


back, pulling Kirk's arms straight made their dicks rub so fiercely together. 


"I just want to make you come so hard." Lars whispered. "Since the other night, almost same position" Smiling, 


he thought about it. 
"Yea, me too..make you crazy. Especially watching you in our chat. God.so sexy." Kirk moaned. 


"It was so sexy, but being able to touch you is sexier. Watching you finger yourself..burned in my brain. But to 


see you up close..need skin on skin. You're so good..don't stop." Kirk was rocking his hips, then thrusting on him. 


"Yes, | agree. Want it harder, baby? You liked watching that, huh? | bet your fingers would feel better. Don't 
you want to try that?" He asked when Lars let his hands go and he slid them up his shorts, groping his thighs 
tightly. "| want it harder. Put your mark on me." Kirk loved him squeezing his thighs so close to his dick. It 


made him go faster. 

"You're getting me closer, and yea, harder. | do... want to finger you..and oh, that's good" Lars kept closing his 
eyes, getting lost in how good Kirk was humping him. "Why did you stop?" He felt Kirk's hands in between their 
bodies, fumbling at Lars's waistband on his shorts. Then his warm mouth next to his ear, breathing heavily. 


"Shhhh..relax and enjoy." Kirk kissed his temple as he freed their cocks. Lars shook when he picked up the pace 


went hard on Lars, moaning in his ear. "Holy shit, this is perfection” He then wanted to savor the instant 


tingling coursing through him; so, he slowed down a bit. 


"It is so perfect." His voice was thick with passion. Lars grabbed his ass, kneading it hard. He was working his 


way to the edge. 


‘lm..close..soon.fuck." Kirk's tip was hitting Lars's flawlessly, making him grunt. Lars couldn't speak, he was in 


ecstasy. 


‘lm going to cum, don't stop." Lars moaned, watching Kirk with his head down, feeling his body spasm then, too. 


"Oh fuck.yesss, me too." Kirk rolled his eyes back, then he slowed down a little. When Lars gave him the look of 
death he said, "Trust me, it's better." He kissed him so he wouldn't complain. Kirk spent a long while edging 
them both. The second he would sense Lars getting close; he'd use less friction Kirk made good on his promise, 
pulling on his ring every time he almost had an orgasm. Lars was barely coherent, tilting his neck to Kirk's 
mouth. They'd made out extensively during their edging, even barely humping each other. That made each time 
they were close better than the last. Once the pressure was building quicker and was at its strongest, Kirk 


didn't want to hold out anymore. 


"Kirk, | want to cum, please." He whispered, begging. "Make me cum, baby." Lars had put his hands inside Kirk's 
shorts, wanting to fondle his bare ass. Feeling his fingers squeezing forcefully heightened Kirk's arousal. "Gonna 
mark you." Pinching him, then spreading his cheeks had Kirk sweating more. Lars purposely went in between 


them, brushing against his hole. 


"Me too, damn, | love this." Kirk undulated his hips forcefully now. His searing stare tore into Lars as they 
climaxed at the same time. The room was filled with loud moaning and heavy breathing, mixed with them 
gasping and swearing. They spilled themselves on each other, whimpering through the shared rapture of violent 


drawn-out orgasms. 
"Hey. Are you alright?" Lars kissed Kirk's head when he collapsed on him, shaking in his arms. 
‘lm fucking great, you?" He looked up at Lars, smiling uncontrollably. "I told you this would be better." 


"Perfect. Each interaction with you is better than the last. This was on even another level." Lars shook his 


head. "Edging, Kirk, | like how you think." He rubbed his shoulder. 


‘lm telling you; sex is going to make us combust. | swear I'll have to wear a cock ring, or I'll be done in five 
minutes. | want to last and be able to go more than once. When we're ready." Kirk kissed his sweating chest 
before carefully getting up. He sat up, reached over to the side table and grabbed the tissues for them. 


"I think that's a good idea. | like fooling around with you, in the meantime." He cleaned himself up. 

"Me too. A whole fucking lot. Thats why edging is so satisfying for me. | wanted it to last for us. Let me tell 
you, when we have sex, I'm not taking any shortcuts. There will be no rushing, and if it kills us no time 
constraints. Now, we have a half hour. Want to help me really quickly?" Kirk grabbed Lars's hand, pulling him 
off the couch. 

"Aren't | a guest?" He scoffed at the thought, then buttoned up his shirt. 


"Fine, then no pastries. Or those finger sandwiches you love from that deli. | even got your favorite.” Kirk 


started to walk towards the kitchen after he grabbed his shirt off the floor. 


"| guess, if you need help..." Lars ran after him. He was touched that Kirk went out of his way, even if it was 


something small like sandwiches and pastries. 


"Want some coffee?" Kirk was getting mugs out of the cabinet. "I've already drank like three cups, what's one 


more?" Now he watched the clock, feeling anxious again. 


"Are you alright? You sure you should have more?" Lars watched his hands shake as he poured them each a 


cup. 


‘Im fine, just nerves. I've been up since very early, so it's not like | drank them in the last five minutes.” He 


poured some half € half in his before grabbing a donut. Now he was stress eating. 
"Why are you so scared?" Rarely had Lars ever seen him like this. 
"Because this is going to change everything. You'll see." Kirk said calmly. 


"Everything is already changing, how much more could it change?" Now Lars was freaking out. But he stayed 


cool, not wanting to make it worse for Kirk. 


"Well, the reason | pushed for you to talk to him is because | know the next step for me is to visit James. | 
came to the decision that I'm going to call him and set something up. There's one problem, | might have to ask 
Fran for that information. Since he didn't exactly tell me the name of the center, or his room number. But | 
know | can't do that without you talking to Jason | wanted to make sure you'd be ok. with that. One thing, we 
have to behave when he's here. No flirting. | know it just flows out of us even when we don't mean for it to 


happen" Kirk watched Lars absorb everything, nodding in agreement. 


"| can't tell you what to do concerning James, it's fine. You obviously don't need anyone's permission. But are 
you prepared for the outcome? Are you going there to tell him we know the truth? Or read the situation, let 
him come clean?" Lars sat there watching Kirk arrange the pastries like he was expecting royalty. He knew it 


was his way of not panicking. 


‘lm not poking the bear. | haven't completely lost my mind. Here, put these in the living room." Kirk grabbed 
the tray that had the sandwiches, plates and napkins. Lars followed him with the pastries and put them on the 
coffee table. "I'm going to inadvertently get him to admit it. | guess we'll see what happens. Lets bring the 
coffee in here." Kirk turned on his heels when Lars grabbed his hand. 


"Breathe. Look at me." He looked him in the eyes. Lars had witnessed his panic attacks before. Lars knew when 
his eyes darted around, that he had to focus on something. Thankfully, he'd diffused a few in the past. Kirk 
started to inhale deeply. "Ok, that's better." Lars rubbed his shoulders. He felt him mellow a little. "A couple 
more breaths. Pretend you're surfing at your favorite place." Kirk nodded his head when he rubbed the back 
of his neck. 


"I'm sorry, Lars. Thank you for that." He smiled sweetly, feeling a little better. "I don't know what came over 


me. 


"You don't have to be sorry, l'm happy to help. Now | will set up the coffee while you go change since you 
have jizz on your shorts." Lars said with a laugh. He hated seeing Kirk so distraught. 


"Might be a good idea" He looked down at the giant crusty white spot on his navy shorts. "Thanks, we have ten 
minutes." Kirk kissed him appreciatively. 


"Stop, go. Don't get me excited." He jokingly shoved Kirk before heading back to the kitchen. 
A few minutes later, Kirk was running down the stairs to the living room. He looked more presentable with 
clean shorts, a fresh shirt and brushed hair. He found Lars playing tug-of-war with Hoku and her rope toy. He 


scanned the table, relieved to see Lars remembered the thermal coffee pot he'd left out. 


"Thank you." Kirk lit a cigar and sat down. "There's treats in that cabinet if you want to give her a few. But be 


careful, Darla will charge you for some. It's quiet now.just wait" 


"Of course. You're feeling better, good” Lars rummaged in the cabinet he'd pointed to when the doorbell rang. 


Jason had always been punctual to a fault at times. 


"Here we go." Kirk got up and set his cigar in the ashtray. 


26. Gut Punched 


Author's Notes: 
Lars has trouble processing Jason's confession. Good thing Kirk is there. Also, Jason asks Kirk fo a favor that 


could impact things further..Please leave a comment if you like itl! Enjoy, and thanks for reading everyonel! 


"Hey man, come in" Kirk held out his arms to hug Jason warmly. 


"Thanks. Good to see you." He smiled, hugging him back. "Oh, | brought you those albums for you to check out 
Jason handed them to him as they went to the living room. 


"Thanks, bro." Kirk started to look at the covers, excited to listen to them. Lars was still playing with the dogs 


when they entered the room. 


"Hi Lars." Jason said when he hadn't looked up. Kirk wanted to throw something at him. Jason tried to shove his 
nerves down back down his throat. 


"What's up?" Lars answered flatly and got up from the floor to sit in the recliner next to the window. 


‘Nothing much, how's your kids?" Jason was trying, he knew Lars was just being a stubborn brat. "How are 
you? Good to see you." 


"Good, thanks." He looked at Kirk who gave him the nastiest look. The tension was thicker than the clouds that 
day. 


"Jase, you want coffee, donut, croissant? Help yourself, man" Kirk gestured to the coffee table before picking 


up his cigar. 


"That sounds good, thanks." He grabbed some food and made himself a cup before sitting next to Kirk on the 


couch. 


"Is this ok? | can wait" Kirk pointed to his cigar. 


"Yea, you've done it before when l'm eating. It's your house." Jason made himself comfortable. 


"Cool. Hey Lars, why don't you tell Jason about that movie you just saw. You know, damn, what was the name?" 


Kirk was trying to get him to get him to engage. 


"Huh? What..what are you talking about?" Lars spoke more than two words. It was a miracle. 


"Jesus Lars, you wouldn't want to be treated like this if the roles were reversed” Kirk wasn't going to 


appease him any longer. He saw the hurt on Kirk's face and sighed heavily. 


"No, you're right. I'm sorry. So, what are we talking about?" He got up and grabbed a sandwich. It was a slightly 
better attitude. 


‘lm sorry Lars, for leaving. | know I've already said it a thousand times. There really wasn't another solution” 


Jason was cutting right to the chase. 


"Really, why? You're going to tell me we couldn't have worked it out? We've worked out other issues." Lars 


waited to hear this earth-shattering news. 


"Not so sure it would've been that easy. This goes beyond Echobrain, or feeling under appreciated Those were 


just minor reasons compared to what went down" Jason rubbed his eyes exasperated. 


"Alright so, did you steal something from one of us. Were you offered a better deal with another band? Did 
your band get signed? Because if it was any of those reasons, l'm going to lose my shit. Because any of those 
conflicts could've been resolved in some way. This better be monumental." Lars now stood up and paced around 


the room. 


It wasn't any of that. Actually, right before | left, Echobrain was the least of anyone's worries. We just ended 
up using that as a main reason for the media, and the entire world" Jason sipped his coffee, watching his 


every move. Lars stopped dead in his tracks and was now observing Jason 


"So, clearly it was something so crazy, it can't get out. Kirk doesn't want to talk about it in therapy because | 
don't know about it, yet. And doesn't want Phil to know. Even though we're all protected under patient and 
doctor confidentiality. | don't know Jason, unless you joined a cult, or robbed a bank... | don't know what to think 
Please, just tell me. And not in a convoluted way, please don't make me keep guessing. And please, no flash 


cards or charades." Lars was driving himself crazy. 


Jason looked pensively at Kirk who'd been sitting there quietly. He knew the reason he struggled with telling 
Lars was because of how he reacted when Jason first told them he was quitting. He wasn't exactly calm and 
rational about it. Sure, James and Kirk had been angry. But Lars physically fought him that day. Kirk didn't 
blame him for being hesitant. The fight hadn't gotten very far because there were enough people in that room 
to break it up and keep them from killing each other. 


‘Is ok. Jason. You can say it. You told me, look | know it's hard. But Lars is not going to go after you again. Or 
lIl sit on him, right Lars?" Kirk asked in a firm tone. 


‘lm not going to attack you. | promise." Lars seemed calm. 


"And you're not going to destroy my house." 


‘lm not going to destroy your house." Lars sighed impatiently. 


"Ok, you should sit then" Jason wrung hands together. "Can you spike this coffee?" He asked Kirk Jason needed 
something to take the edge off. 


"Umm, yea. What do you want, Bailey's, whiskey, Grand Marnier? Lars, do you need anything?" Kirk stood, 


waiting for them to answer. 


"Baily's." They said at the same time. Kirk returned a couple of minutes later and gave Jason the bottle who 


then passed it to Lars. 


"Jason, | know I'm not the easiest person to talk to at times. But I've gotten better, more patient. I'll do my 
best not to be an asshole. Sarcastic, yes. Right Kirk?" At least he was starting to be more understanding. 


"Oh yea, so patient” Kirk rolled his eyes, mocking him. 


"Sounds so believable." Jason was a little more at ease, thoroughly enjoying his coffee now. "So, it all started 
around the time we were recording Garage. We had been working all day, barely eaten. You two went out to 
get food for us. Well James and | were just joking around and talking about a million things. The topic of you 
two came up.” That got Lars's attention, he perked up. 


‘Oh yea, how so?" He looked at Kirk who had a stoic expression. "Can't wait to hear this." 


"We were trying to figure out why you guys kissed all the time. What was so good about it, you know? James 
wondered if you guys were attracted to each other, that you hadn't done it so much lately. | thought you'd 
maybe gotten over your phase. Well, he admitted he was curious himself. James wanted to give it a try and 
asked to kiss me." Jason had spoken so fast, he needed to take a breath. Once he started talking, he was 


rushing to get the truth out. 


"Did you kiss?" Lars wanted to know where this was headed. 


"We did" Jason said quietly. 


| know you're not saying you left the band because of one kiss you had with James a few years ago. If that's 
the case, should one of us not be in the band, either? Unless something more came out of it? What the fuck, 


Jason?" Lars wasn't going to be an asshole, but he was getting irritated. 


It wasn't just a kiss, no. Things heated up, before | knew it, we discovered we had a mutual attraction. That led 
to sex, a lot of it. And a relationship that no one picked up on" Jason wasn't expecting Lars to be so quiet. 


After a couple of minutes of an uncomfortable silence, Lars looked up, the betrayal overtaking him. 


"You and James slept together and had a relationship? What the fuck?" He stood up, shaking his head. "Really 
Jason? So, what happened? Obviously, it ended badly. Explain" His tone suddenly turned cold, but his blood 
boiled 


"We were caught by Fran. She made him pick Her and the kids or me. And since we all know he's in rehab and | 
left the band... well, you know what his decision was. She didn't trust us together. Basically, she threatened to 
divorce him and take the kids away if she caught him again. With anyone, not just me. This was his last 


chance." Jason gave Lars a minute to process. 


"You guys are the biggest hypocrites. | can't believe this." He walked out of the room, his voice cracking. Lars 
couldn't look at Jason but gave Kirk the most disappointed look. 


Jason and Kirk looked blankly at each other. This reaction took them by surprise. 


‘| didn't want to hurt anyone. | want to rectify things." Jason felt sick with guilt and embarrassment. 


| know, but | think he might need some time. | am proud of you for facing it, and appreciative. I'll talk to him, 
don't worry." Kirk wanted to run after him so badly. But first he was kindly going to cut this visit short. 


"Yea, | don't think he's coming back in here. At least until | leave." 


"Jason, you don't have to go. | can go check on him." Kirk was put in a weird spot now. 


"| do. It's already complicated and awkward. Do me a favor. Can you give this to James, next time you see 
him?" Jason grabbed the stack of albums off the table where Kirk had left them. He found the one he needed 


and pulled out an envelope from the sleeve, handing it to him. Kirk didn't know what to say. 


"| wouldn't ask if it wasn't important, please." Jason felt relieved when he took it. 


"Yea, I'll give it to him. Jason, is this going to fuck with his recovery? If so, | dont want to be a part of it" 
Kirk wasn't sure if bringing this to James when he was down was a good idea. 


"IIl tell you what. I'll have it with me and read the situation, do you trust me to do that? I'll give it to him 


when | think the time is right. | promise." Kirk wearily smiled, still uneasy. 


"Thanks, and I'm sorry. For everything. | never meant for me and James to be hypocrites. Can't speak for him, 


but he'd probably agree. Good luck with Lars, with everything. Call me." They stood and hugged. 


"Yea, I'll call you. l'm sorry, too. | didn't think this was how it would turn out. Thanks for the music." Kirk walked 


him to the door before searching for Lars. 


Kirk had a feeling he'd gone downstairs, so he headed for the game room. Sure enough, that's where he was. 


Lars was listening to Deep Purple and playing pool. 


"Hey man, want to talk about things?" Kirk went behind the bar and poured two whiskeys, neat. 


"No, but we need to." Lars took the glass he handed him. "I don't even know what l'm feeling right now. | didn't 
mean to run off. | didn't mean any disrespect. It was just a lot all at once." He finally looked Kirk in the eye 


after avoiding it for a couple of minutes. 


‘Lars, why were you crying?" He noticed his eyelashes were wet, cheeks were blotchy. "Are you ok?" Kirk put 
a hand on his back and took the pool stick from him, setting it on the table. "You want to sit?" They went over 
to the couch. 


"They lied to us. About so much. Don't you feel betrayed? This is why we're falling apart? Are you fucking 


kidding me? How the fuck are you so calm?" Lars shook Kirk's arm, rattling him. 


"At least you now get why | couldn't say anything. OF course | feel betrayed, angry, confused, hurt. | think I'm 
calm because it hasn't fully hit me. I've been a little busy with you, for one thing. | guess | just wanted to 
enjoy it for a bit, you know? Just have fun" Kirk felt just as sad as Lars looked. 


"How dare they get away with treating us like we were freaks. They were doing the same thing, they had a 
relationship, Kirk. | feel so stupid. Did it get serious?" Lars had to know. 


"They ended it right before this last Christmas. It was serious, at least it's what Jason said. They love each 
other, if thats what you're wondering." Kirk sipped his drink. 


"Alright then, they love each other, fucking great. Don't you feel gut punched? | fucking do." He felt like he 
could rant all day about this. 


"| do. But is dwelling any good? Are you mad because of what it caused for the four of us? Or are you mad 


because of me and you?" This was going to eat at him. 


"Both, actually. You know every time we were berated by either one of them for the most innocent thing, it 
just made me want to do it to shock them. Especially James. He used to tell me not to lead you on. It was 
different for me since | was straight, but you weren't. [ts a fucked-up image to give the fans. It's not the 
image Metallica should be portraying. Since when did we conform to other people's ideas?" Lars was working 
himself up. 


"We led each other on, you know that. James's attitude was fueled by fear. And Jason just went along with 
whatever he wanted. Think about it. Since finding out what happened, this is my opinion It goes beyond any 
image we portray." Kirk gathered his thoughts and got the whiskey bottle. 


"How can you say it was fear? | think it was him just being a dick. But you're right about Jason needing that 


constant approval. Primarily from James." 


"James never gave a fuck what anyone thought about us. If that was the case, do you think Load and Re-Load 
would exist? Not just the visuals, but our music. We were true to ourselves. That's what matters. We can't 


lose sight of that." Kirk was always a voice of reason for him. 


"I never thought of it like that. But what do you think James was afraid of?" Lars needed perspective. 


"Pursuing Jason. He said James made all the first moves, wanted to for years. It evolved into something bigger. 
Our actions triggered something deep within him. James was scared to act on his feelings, because Jason is a 
guy. James never gave anyone a reason to think he might want to dabble with another dude. So, what happens? 
He takes it out on us. Hides behind our blatant disregard for the general public. Uses the image argument and 
acts like he's anti-gay. When did he stop giving the two of us so much shit? Just a couple of years ago, 
hmmm... right around the time they were together. That sir is my theory. You can disagree, but those are the 
facts." Kirk had a lot of valid points. Ones Lars hadn't realized were true since he just found out the truth. 


"Ugghh... yea, everything you said makes perfect sense. | can definitely see James feeling insecure and scared. 
Or the James | thought | knew." Lars said solemnly. "Do you feel guilty?" 


"For what? Do you?" Kirk knew it could be a number of reasons. He put his hand on his knee. 


"| don't know, did we add to their issues? | guess | naturally feel guilty for some reason Or responsible." Lars 
held his hand, sharing a quiet moment of comfort with him. 


"Come here." Kirk's soft voice made him feel safe. He put his arm around him, letting Lars lean into his chest, 
head under his chin "Why were you crying? Because you feel responsible? | have so many thoughts and 
emotions about that whole scenario, but responsibility and guilt aren't two of them. Their decisions shouldn't 


put you in that position" Kirk kissed the top of his head. 


‘| was so furious, it brought me to tears. They lied and this could possibly break us up. Besides all of the 
other crap, | know. They had the nerve to treat us like shit at times, but we didn’t put the band in ruin" Lars 
snuggled closer into Kirk's side, getting lulled by his warmth. "Hypocrites. Lying fucking hypocrites. | was crying 
because of all the ‘what ifs‘ with us, and the ball of emotions it conjured up. | can't talk about that right now, 
ok?" He looked up at Kirk, feeling lost. "I was crying because | miss James and | want him to be ok Even 


though | want to strangle Jason, | miss him so much." 


| miss them, too. But they're not gone forever, and I'm grateful for that. We can rebuild these relationships, 
at least I'm going to." Kirk was relieved that Lars knew what had happened so they could try to move on and 
resolve things. "Yea, l'm all kinds of scattered with these memories and emotions coming back to me. It's hitting 
differently. | can't have this conversation with you right now, either. | will say one thing, | do have regrets and 
carry some guilt about us. For now, l'm leaving it at that. Hearing Jason admitting it a second time, just 


brought back that rawness | felt during his departure." He hated this heavy feeling it left him with. 


Lars sat up to look at Kirk, leaning on his chest. Kirk saw the sadness on his face, his eyes getting glossy. It 


broke his heart. 


"IFs going to work out, right?" Lars smiled weakly as Kirk brushed his cheek with his thumb. 


"I'd like to think so. | hate seeing you so sad" He rubbed his jaw affectionately. Lars stared into eyes and 


moved closer. 


"You help make it disappear." Lars whispered as Kirk slowly claimed his mouth in a tender kiss. They sat for a 


while longer, lazily kissing until they heard a noise upstairs. 


"Hmmm... Lars. | need to go check on that. The dogs... shit | need to walk them." He tore himself away when he 
noticed the time. 


"| need some fresh air, anyway." Lars licked his lips, savoring that last encounter a little longer. Kirk ran 


upstairs to find one of his dogs scratching near the patio door like it was about to pee in the corner. 


"Hell noll" He opened the door and they bolted out into the yard. "That was close." 


"I have to get going, ok? | have an appointment for the kids." Lars hugged him from behind. 


"Of course, man. l'm glad you did this today, thanks." Kirk turned to hug him back before he kissed him 
goodbye. 


"We'll talk later?" Lars let him go. 


"Yea, later. Its going to be ok" He winked before Lars walked back inside to get his keys and sunglasses. 


21. Crossroads 
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A couple of hours later, Lars had just finished getting the kids down for a nap when the phone rang, 

"Hello?" He absentmindedly answered. 

"Hey honey. How are you?" Skylar asked sweetly, 

"Ive had better days, you" Lars sounded insecure to her. 

"Do you want to talk about it? Or do you want fo tell me tomorrow, when l'm home?" 

"Yea, that's a good idea I'll be happy you're back" And more confused 

"Then my good news can watt, too” She downplayed her excitement. 

"What is it? Tell me, is it something to celebrate?" Lars was happy for her, whatever it was. 

"My research pitch was approved, and our progress is going to be published” She was so happy to tell him 
"That's amazing. | am so proud of you and your teami! | want to hear all about it when you get home. We'll 
have to go out for a kid free dimer, also. Wherever you want. But I'l make sure we have a bottle of chilled 
champagne ready for tomorrow." Lars was genuinely so happy, but the sadness was still in his voice. 

"Babe, what's wrong? Did something happen to one of the boys?" Her heart dropped 

"Oh my god, no, of course not. | didn't mean to scare you. It's band stuff | just got some news today and it's a 
lot to deal with. But | can talk about it later. Im really, truly so happy for you" Lars felt terrible for putting 


that fear in her. 


‘Oh, hang on, my work phone is ringing.” She came back a minute later. "I'm sorry, | need to take this call and it 


could be a while. | love you." 


"Its ok, go ahead. | love you, too. Call me when you have time, if you want." He said softly. 


| wish | could help you with whatever is going on. Keep your head up. Bye." She hung up the phone as Lars sat 
there, he started contemplating things. He knew he had to tell her about James and Jason. Now the whole Kirk 


resurgence was going to be a whole other story. 


They almost broke up because he kept crucial details from her. Should he be honest with himself that this 


could actually make Skylar divorce him? Did he need to prepare for the worst? 

His phone rang again. "Hi Kirk" Lars was so happy, this time looking at the caller ID. 
"Hi. Listen, | hate the way we left things." He didn't sound as happy. 

"What are you talking about? l'm not mad at you." 


‘lm not mad at you either. It's just that | need to say a few things before | lose my nerve. We say we're 
going to be honest with each other. I've been thinking since you left about the day Jason told me. | was 
blindsided by him going on and on about the two of us. Comparing us to him and James and how he was so 
shocked that we never did anything besides kissing and touching. | let that sink in and drudge up the past. 
|. .ughh.lost sight of the problem." He took a second since he was starting to stutter. 


"Drudge up the past? Are you regretting this week's events?" Lars's confidence slowly tanking. 


"No, not at all. | let my curiosity about us take over my feelings about Jason's confession. The truth is | 
wanted to punch him. Part of me still does. Part of me wanted to drive over to James's house and demand 
that Francesca tell me what rehab he was at. | want to scream at him, Lars. For screwing with us, the band, 
and his family the way he did. | want to scream at him for making you feel broken For a tiny split second, | 
almost didn't want to speak to him ever again. But that's stupid since we want to save the band. That's how 
mad | am. But he's our brother who needs and loves us. Even if you can't agree right now, we need and love 
him, too. | don't know what my reaction will be when | do see or speak to him again. | just know | want you 


there with me." Kirk hoped he would swallow his pride and say yes. 


"IIl go with you. Especially now that l'm aware of what happened. Are you going to give him the letter?" Lars 
asked, wondering what it said. 


‘| was getting to that. | take it you saw it on the table?" The pit of his stomach ached. 


"Well, it says ‘James’ on the front in Jason's handwriting, so I'm thinking you didn't write it" Kirk heard the 


smile in his voice. 


"Funny. That's the other reason why | called. | think maybe we should see how he's doing first. Gage his frame 
of mind. You know before I'm like here's a letter from your secret lover, please don't start drinking again. Dude, 


it would be different if | knew he could handle it." Kirk was torn. 


"Could be the anger in me, but | say fuck it. Give it to him. He's a grown ass man. If you're scared to, I'll do it. 
Its part of dealing with the consequences. | know you want to protect him, but sometimes you just can't." Lars 
was right. 


"You're right. Fuck it, either way one of them could get screwed over whether | give him the letter or not" 


Kirk grew silent then, debating on whether he should tell Lars what else was on his mind. 
"Did you fall asleep?" He bit his nail, all he heard was breathing. 


‘Sorry, no. Lars don't be mad at what l'm about to tell you. But this is important, and it will come up. Lani 
knows about us. | told her what's been going on. And she's not mad. | had to be honest with her." Kirk's mouth 
became dry, impatiently waiting for Lars to say anything. 


"She won't tell Skylar, will she? Wait, how is she not mad, and what exactly did you tell her?" Lars hoped he 


wasn't very detailed. 


"No, she won't tell Skylar. The day | talked to Jason, | started thinking about us, a lot. Well, when | talked to Lani 
about it, she brought up some good points. That we should explore our feelings and what happened between us 
before. Then | kissed you, and here we are." 


"So you're telling me she'll be fine with what we did this morning? Or the video chat? She's going to be fine 
with anything more that could happen" Lars was finding this hard to believe. 


"Pretty much. You remember how | was having that dream about you? Well, it kind of wasn't the only one." 


Kirk said nervously. 
"Really, is this a nightly occurrence?" This was riveting knowing Kirk was having vivid sex dreams about him. 


It wasn't until recently, that they started up again. Before you ask, it's been years since I've dreamt about 
you, sexually. | cant exactly hide saying your name, moaning and grabbing myself when I'm not coherent. So, if | 
hadn't told her, Lani would've had questions considering we share a bed" Kirk was relieved that Lars was being 


cool about this. 


"Well, | guess you telling her is better than her getting blindsided. | hope it's not weird next time | see her. 
What does this mean for you guys?" Lars wanted to know if he was struggling like him about his marriage. He 
wasn't ready to tell Kirk why they almost broke up last year. His plan was to avoid it until he couldn't any 
longer. Lars wasn't ready to reveal everything yet. 


"| don't know. She says she has an idea, which | hope she divulges soon. | love her and our marriage. At the 
same time, | love discovering what you and | could have. | feel guilty, even though she doesn't consider it 


cheating. What do you think?" Kirk was a ball of nerves. 


"I think while you hit the jackpot with Lani, do you wonder why she's being so cool? Is there something she's 
not telling you? l'm not accusing her of anything, but aren't you wondering? Also, | have about ten minutes 
before one of my kids starts crying. But | feel guilty, too. | don't care if I'm being selfish, though. Life is too 
short Kirk, for you to be the one that got away. I'm not walking away from us again, are you? What that 
means for me and Skylar, | don't know. But | do know | don't want to end up like James." Lars was hinting at 


what he thought he might want deep down. 

"I hope she's not hiding anything. It could be a possibility. lim not walking away from us either. My advice is you 
should be as honest as you can be with your wife. | don't want you to end up like James, either. You know you 
can tell me anything Lars. So, if you need to talk about you two, there's no judgement here." Kirk wouldn't 


push, he'd come to him if he needed to. 


"I know, and it goes both ways. Are we growing up, talking about all these complex thoughts and emotions?" 
Lars said with a small laugh. 


"I hope not, but | think we might be." He joked back. "Is it ok. that we keep this out of therapy? Now that you 
have all this information?" Kirk hoped he'd agreed. 


lm not ready to tell Phil any of this. If we do, he's going to be our therapist until we're old and grey. We'll be 
stumbling around on stage just to pay for his services. It'll be Kill ‘Em All's 600th anniversary. We can still 
keep up, play ‘Whiplash’ like we did back then" Lars painted quite the picture. 


"Good, I'm happy." He was laughing at the absurdity of it all. "Damn, we have therapy tomorrow, speaking of 
that" Kirk sighed. 


"Yea we do. Shit, one of these gremlins woke up." Lars listened for a minute to see if whoever was stirring 


went back to sleep. 
"You can go if you need to." Then the crying started. 
"Oh, someone is either hungry or needs a new diaper. I'll talk to you later." Lars turned off the monitor. 


"No worries, bye." They hung up then. Kirk decided he was going to channel his uncertain energy into playing 


guitar for a couple of hours. 
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"Hey Kirk, where are you?" Lani walked through the house looking for him. 
"Hey you." He came from upstairs, greeting her happily. 


"What smells so good?" She asked after kissing him. 


"Grilled salmon, fresh salad. | made spicy lentils, too. Shit, | have to check on the bread in the oven" He took 
her hand, leading her to the kitchen. "I had to change my shirt after | spilled vinegar on myself." 


"Wow, do you need anything?" She got herself some water. 


"No, I'm good. How was your day? Everything work out with the gallery?" Kirk set the bread on the counter so 


it could cool before slicing it. 


"Yea, it did. We hope to have everything up and running soon. Which means | have to finish a couple of pieces 
that Evan is pressing to put in the show." Lani groaned with displeasure. 


"Well don't rush them. You don't want anything less than your standards. Do you have a backup?" He was right. 


"I know, | won't. | do have backups. So, are you going to tell me what happened today, or do | have to beat out 


of you?" Lani crunched on a carrot out of the salad bowl. 

"Yes, l'm going to tell you. But first, we must bring this food outside so we can have a rice dinner. Table is all 
set up, I've got the fire pit going. I've already got the dogs set up in their corral out there." Kirk grabbed the 
covered dish with the fish before heading outside. Lani followed with the saucepan of lentils, and the salad. 


"lm going to change while you get the rest. This is really nice, thank you." Lani smiled and rubbed his arm 
affectionately before going inside. "I'll grab some beers also." She called over her shoulder. 


About ten minutes later, Lani joined him on their patio in her comfy pajamas. 

"Nice shirt." He gestured to one of his old tees. "Am | ever going to see it again?" He opened their bottles. 

"On me, yea. Hey, its so perfectly worn by you. | live in it when you're on tour or gone for a while doing 
promotional stuff. Besides you complain its not long enough. So, tell me about today. How did Lars take it" Lani 


took a bite of her fish. "This is so good. Hmm.." 


"Well, he took it hard. He's more hurt and betrayed than anything else. Lars was very emotional after he left. 
But we talked earlier, and he seemed to be feeling better." Kirk felt uneasy still 


"Is he going to be alright? How was Jason?" She hadn't eaten in hours and was so happy at that moment. 
"Yea, he just needs to work through it. Jason was nervous considering one of the last times they saw each 
other, Lars lunged at him. It's going to take time for Lars to trust either one of them again. For me, also since 


it's really sinking in now." Kirk picked at his food, contemplating for a minute. 


"| would feel lost, too. Are you talking about this in therapy?" No answer. He was spacing out. "Honey, did you 
hear me?" Lani nudged his hand. 


"Huh, what?" Kirk looked blankly at her. "Wow, | agree with Lars. About so many things. You know, since they 
were doing more than what Lars and | had ever done. And keeping it from us only to make us feel like the 
assholes. They were hypocrites. Now I'm getting upset over what they did while starting things with Lars again. 
Are we being hypocrites, too? | don't want to fuck things up more before we can continue to repair our 


relationships." It literally hit Kirk like a ton of bricks. 


"That's a whole lot to work out. | think if you continue to be conscience of your actions, you'll be fine. It's a 
little more complicated than who's being a hypocrite. | know you both feel like shit right now because you just 
found out why Jason left. When you guys see James, keep your anger at bay. You want him to get better, not 
spiral back into his old habits. Be up front with him but be smart." Lani sighed, feeling his exasperation. 


"Conscience of my actions, yea. Actions that you keep telling me are fine. Actions which are escalating in 
multiple ways. So, tell me, what are your ideas concerning us?" Kirk gave her his full attention. "You keep 


saying we'll talk about it. I'm listening.” 


"There's no easy way to say this." Lani smiled nervously before she took her untouched beer and guzzled half 


in two seconds. 

"Damn, should | be scared?" She better not leave him. It would crush him. 

"We should have an open marriage." Lani blurted out, not looking at him. 

"Open marriage? Ok, I'm shocked, yet I'm not" Kirk's mind started racing. 

"Really, | thought you'd be furious at the suggestion’ 

"It kind of makes sense. We've always been sexually open with each other. | do have my qualms about it. You 
know who I'll be sleeping with. | just worry about someone outside of our inner circle." He watched her bite her 
lip and rip up her napkin nervously. "Unless you already have someone in mind." 

"I've been thinking of all that and yea, there's someone I'd like to get closer to. He's going to keep quiet, if 
you're worried. | trust him. Nothing is set in stone, Kirk. If we really commit to this, we need rules." Lani 


finished her food now that she wasn't as nervous. 


"Who is he? Do | know him?" Kirk was curious because he secretly wanted this guy to not measure up. It was 


his possessiveness sneaking up on him. He finished his dinner, too. 


"Not completely, yet. But you will. When he comes over tomorrow night for drinks and appetizers." She smiled 
shyly. "Nothing fancy. I'll do the shopping for it tomorrow while you're at therapy and whatever else you have 
going on. It's just to hang out, so you can get to know him. If you're not comfortable with him, then | won't 


pursue it" She shrugged, trying to play off her own qualms with this idea 


Fine, tomorrow night. Are you going to tell me who it is?" He held her hand. 


"Nope, it's a surprise." She didn't want him to change his mind if she revealed who it was. "Just have a little 
faith." Lani leaned in and kissed him to test the waters. He loosened up when she stroked his neck tenderly. 


"If you say so. Are we going to set our rules?" His tone softened a litte. 


"No, | think we should sleep on it and discuss it after you guys meet" Lani started to gather up some of the 
dirty dishes. "| have to pee, so l'm just going to bring some of these in. And grab some more beer for us." She 
read his mind. "Dinner was delicious, thank you." She squeezed his shoulder when she walked by him. 


‘lm glad you liked it. Sleep on it, sure." Kirk was lost in his thoughts again. He had a feeling he knew who Lani 
was interested in But, he would find out the next day. Part of him wanted to hate whoever it was. He had 
some rules alright. Kirk was being immature, especially since Lani loved Lars as a person. Still, he took it with a 
grain of salt. How did everyone's lives get so twisted up that it seemed hopeless? Kirk got up to let the dogs 


run around now since either him or Lani were out there with them. 


28, How to save your marriage 
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Kirk got out of his car when he noticed Lars pull into the parking lot. 
"Hey, how goes it?" Lars smiled as they walked towards each other. 


“Alright, you?" Kirk nudged his arm, wanting to kiss him. "I have a lot to tell you, can we talk after the 


session?" 


"Yea, we can go grab lunch or something. | have to use the bathroom first" He winked at Kirk who just nodded 
and followed him. "We have time so we can go to the session room before Phil shows up." They waited for the 
elevator, happy they had about fifteen minutes to themselves. The idea of sneaking around excited them both. 


Kirk shut the door behind him before turning his attention to Lars. He joined him on the couch. "We need to 
watch the time, so I'm setting this." Kirk put a ten minute alarm on his phone. He barely put it down before 
Lars grabbed his shoulders, pulling him closer. 


‘Kiss me, before | lose it" Lars didn't waste time, pressing his lips to Kirk's soft mouth. Starting slowly, Kirk 
was holding his jaw, now trailing his mouth there. 


"Mmm, | like the stubble." Lars hadn't shaved that morning. "Is that how my hair feels on your skin? Soft, but 
prickly?" Kirk was sure they'd made out in the past when Lars had stubble but had no memory of it. Most of 


the other men he'd ever gotten close to were clean shaven. 


"Yes, let me show you." Lars tongued his ear lobe, pressing his face to his neck. Kirk pulled him closer, moaning. 
Wanting to feel it all over the rest of his body. "It feels so fucking good, trust me. If we had time, I'd be happy 
to demonstrate.’ He whispered before he suctioned his mouth on the back of his neck. Lars bit him gently, 


sucking slowly. 
"Wow, be careful. Or this is going to be a grueling session" Kirk's pants were expanding quicker than he wanted. 


| can't control myself when | had my own wild dream about you." He licked where he had been sucking, making 


Kirk shake. 


"Did you get yourself off?" Kirk was a gasping mess. His balls felt tight. He put his hand on Lars's chest to 


calm him a bit. 


"Oh yea, woke up all sticky, naked, and hard this morning. Do you want details?" Lars needed to stop whispering 


in his ear or Kirk would cancel their session 


"No, stop. | mean not right now. You got me so hard, if you say anything graphic | might cum on myself" Kirk's 
face felt hot. He needed to calm himself down. 


"Glad | could be of service." Lars stared down at his bulge, happy to make him feel so good. He hadn't even 
touched him below the waist. 


"Don't touch me, I'm going to splash water on my face." Kirk got up from the couch, adjusting his jeans. 


"Face, dick, whatever you need." Lars was in a sassy mood that day. Kirk gave him the finger before 


disappearing into the bathroom. "I'd love to do that, but our timing always sucks." 


Kirk turned his alarm off and ran cold water over his face and neck. He jumped when he pressed on Lars's 


hickey. "God dammit!" He blurted out when it made his softening dick pulse. 

"Hello?" Phil knocked on the door, entering the room. 

"Hey man" Lars smiled at him. "Sorry, | had a business call." He said when Phil gave him a questioning look 
"Where's Kirk?" He sat in his usual chair, across from them. 

"Bathroom." Lars fidgeted impatiently, making sure his own bulge was hidden. 

"Hi Phil." Kirk came out, with his denim jacket draped over his arm to cover his bulge. It was taking longer to 
go down. He sat as far away from Lars as he could and tried to think of anything to quench his arousal. His 
jacket covering his lap. 

"Hi, how's everything with you guys?" He opened his notebook. 

"Good, I'm good, you Kirk?" Lars smirked at him. 

"Same here, | thought we could continue our discussion from the other day." Kirk wanted to talk about Jason 
They had a long conversation in the last session about his role in the band. When their time was up, they were 


talking about his evolution leading to his departure. 


"Sure, we can do that" Phil was reading over his notes. They spent the next hour analyzing Jason's demeanor 


in the last year before he quit. It really helped them both work through their feelings about the truth. 


"We made tremendous progress today. You both are coming to terms with this loss better than | anticipated” 


Phil smiled approvingly. He stood to shake their hands. 


"Yea, thanks. It really helped me." Kirk finally felt some peace even if they weren't being completely truthful. 
Lars even looked a little less stressed than the previous day. 


"Yea, it was good. We'll see you in a few days." They all walked out of the room together. 

E E E KER BR RR BR RR RO EEK 

"So, what did you have to tell me?" Lars got comfortable in the booth while they waited for their food 
"| talked to Lani last night, You'll never guess what she wants" Kirk drank his iced tea 

"Is she hiding something? Does she want a threesome..2" 


"What is with you? Please, have sex with your wife when she comes home tonight. No, she doesn't want a 


threesome. Now, swallow your bread before | say this." Kirk waited, not believing what he was about to say. 
"Go ahead" 

"She wants to have an open marriage." Kirk said quietly. 

"What? You're ok. with this?" Lars's eyes got huge. 


"Yes and no. Yes, because she knows about us and its only fair. No because its bringing in a stranger. It makes 
me uneasy. As if we didn't have enough to keep out of the press. And now we need to set rules, for each 


other." Kirk rubbed his hand over his eyes, trying to make sense of it. 


"Wow, so are you having like a meet and greet first? How does this work?" As crazy as it sounded to him, 


Lars was fascinated. 


"A meet and greet, really? Funny, | get to hang out with my wife's suitor tonight. He's coming over for drinks 
and appetizers. Good times.” Kirk stopped talking when their food arrived. Once the server was gone, Lars 
started up with questions. 


"Are you going to be nice? You better dress to kill, no velour track suits. How will you handle it if he gets 


flirty with Lani? Your pasta smells really good, can | try it?" He eyeballed it. 


"Here." He slid his plate across the table. "I'll be nice unless l'm provoked. | plan on wearing something that she 
loves me in. If he gets flirty with her, | don't know. If | get into the same headspace as going to the sex club, 
Ill be fine. Besides, I'm the one she'll be in bed with tonight. Lani's seen me and you get handsy when her and | 
were just dating. She still married me. | think it'll be fine." Kirk reassured himself and took some of Lars's fries. 


"Solid plan, sure, it won't be weird. But you better tell me what he's like." Lars looked out the window, watching 
a guy park his huge truck in a tight space. 


"Lars? Hey, what's up, bro?" Kirk shook his hand. "I ordered you another soda, since you weren't listening." 


"Oh thanks. | was just thinking. Part of me thinks | have to keep this from Skylar until | figure it out." Lars 
inhaled sharply. 


"Well, are you guys on good terms?" 


"Not sure. Maybe when | tell her about the other two, I'll see how she reacts. It'll help me make my decision. 
On how to tell her, you know? My stomach’s in knots and she'll be home tonight" Lars was suddenly full, 
pushing his food to the side. 


"Just stay positive. You said yesterday you're not giving up on us. Well, if you're serious then you might have 
to tell her what's going on. Even if you're not ready to." Kirk discreetly brushed the back of Lars's hand to 


comfort him. 


"Thanks, | know and | agree. l'm done eating, | don't want any dessert. Do you?" He turned his hand now holding 


Kirk's. 


"No I'm content. You want to go somewhere secluded?" Kirk smiled like a goofball because they were holding 


hands. 


"Yea, | know just the place. I've got about an hour." After they paid and got in their cars, Lars led them to the 
park. Kirk knew exactly what he wanted to do. After driving around, they found a deserted parking area 
completely hidden behind trees. Hardly anyone ever used it, unless you were a local. Lars got out of his car 


and headed towards Kirk's SUV. 

"Your backseat's bigger." Lars smirked when Kirk got out of the driver's seat. 

"Sure, let's have some music." Kirk climbed in the backseat with him. "Alarm, so you're not late." Kirk set his 
phone for Lars before grabbing him by his shirt and kissing him seductively. He laughed into the kiss when he 
noticed Lars tasted as minty as he did. They'd both eaten a ton of breath mints. 


They spent close to an hour kissing with Lars adding to that hickey on Kirk's neck. This time he made him as 
horny as he wanted to, while giving him a hand job. Kirk of course, returned the favor. 


"That was fun. It felt really good" Kirk pulled back when his phone went off. 


"It felt fantastic, | had a great time." Lars gave him one last deep kiss before zipping himself up. They both got 
out of the car and hugged tightly. "Good luck tonight" Lars said. 


"You, too. Call me late tonight if you want. You know I'll always answer." Kirk smacked his ass before they pulled 
apart. 


"Asshole." He said, getting in his car. 
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"So, tell me about your week with these two." Skylar said happily, rocking Layne while she fed him. 


"Sure." He said before telling her about their playdates and changing daily habits. She found it hysterical when 
Lars told her Myles might have a girlfriend. 


"Wow, you had a lot of fun. I'm glad to hear it. How is everything going with therapy?" She asked in a quiet 


Voice. 


"Is been up and down. Phil thinks we're coming to terms with Jason leaving. | saw him." Lars had been doing a 


puzzle with Myles while they were talking. 
"Who Jason?" Skylar stood up, putting Layne in his baby bouncer. "How did that all come about?" 


"Kirk, he'd seen him about a week ago. He arranged for the three of us to meet at his house yesterday. Jason 


left the band for a much more serious reason. Something we didn't expect." 

"Spit it out Lars." She sat with them on the couch, watching Myles trying to figure out where to put a piece. 
"Here goes. He and James were together. Like as in a couple. Fran found out and gave James an ultimatum. 
That's one of the reasons why he's in rehab. She threatened to leave him with the kids. Jason decided to quit 
because of everything. Kirk and | are dealing with this on our own We aren't ready to bring this to therapy." 
Lars shocked her with all he shared 


"That is just unbelievable. | never thought they were even attracted to each other. Wow. Is that why you 


sounded so upset on the phone?" Skylar didn't know how to respond. This was very shocking. 


"Pretty much. I'm angry with them both. They betrayed us. It's a lot to swallow. I'm trying to make sense of 
everything.’ Lars was trying to find the words to ask Skylar a few burning questions. 


"How's Kirk?" 
"He's the same. We've been talking about us. Understanding it a little more, you know?" 


"Did you get closure, from each other?" Skylar was tense. 


"Closure, no. l'm not even sure that's the goal. If you hadn't been pregnant when we were separated, would we 


still be together?" He'd been dying to ask this for months. 
"What is the goal? Why are you picking a fight?" She was getting defensive. 


"The goal is to hopefully see James soon So the three of us can try to repair our relationships. No, I'm not 
picking a fight. But I'm waiting to hear you tell me I'm wrong." Lars had been hesitant to get back together, but 
she pushed for it. He knew she was stressed during the pregnancy. The second one being hard on her. 


"| don't know if we'd be together. Is that what you want to hear?" Skylar said in a firm, but quiet voice. She 
didn't want to fight in front of the kids. 


"If it's the truth, yes." He was still unsure about their future. 


"Why are you questioning it now? What brought this on?" This is not what she wanted to be talking about the 
day she got home. 


"Everything brought it on What we're going through. Talking about our issues in therapy. Spending a lot of time 
with Kirk. l'm sorry, but our issues aren't resolved, either. l'm just taking stock of things." Lars felt a sense of 
loss washing over him. "I'm sorry, | dont want to fight. I've just been reflecting on how we got here. Can we 


get past why we separated in the first place?" He held her hand, and looked at her solemnly. 


"If you're not happy, you need to tell me. | know you have a lot on your plate, but | think we should go back to 
counseling. She wasn't exactly sure why they stopped going. 


"Would it be alright if | think about it?" Lars picked Myles up, tickling him. "I've tried to move on but doing that 
isn't always easy. If you're not happy either, tell me. You don't have to spare my feelings. That will just lead to 


resentment between us." 


"| guess we both have a lot we need to think about. I've been so pre-occupied with the baby and going back to 


work full time that | never realized. I'm sorry Lars." She snuggled into him, resting her head on his shoulder. 


"Me too, | never realized. We'll figure it out, right?" He put his arm around her. "I didn't want to upset you; | 


hope you know that" 


"It would be upsetting if we didn't address it” Layne started crying then. "I'll go, besides Myles needs a snack." 


She made a face when she realized he had a poopy diaper. 


"Oh, have fun with that!" Lars laughed and took Myles to the kitchen 
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Kirk ran shine serum through his curls, looking in the mirror. 


"You're wearing those?" Lani asked, entering the bathroom. She was referring to a new pair of jeans that fit 
him like a glove. Every time he'd worn them, she could not stop staring. Distressed black bootcut, hugging his 
hips, ass and crotch perfectly. They had these strategically placed front pockets creating a focal point. He 
paired them with a ribbed v-neck burgundy tee, tucked in. Of course, it showed off his toned shoulders, arms 
and torso. "You look sexy as hell" She grabbed his ass while he sprayed some cologne. He'd even put his labret 


in after not wearing for a couple of weeks. 


"Thanks. So do you." He turned to look at her. Lani had a dark blue halter top on with a long leopard print skirt. 
Her right leg peeked through the long slit, paired with black platform sandals. Kirk kissed her. "I've been thinking. 
About the rules." 


"Me too. What are you proposing?" She applied setting powder after giving her make-up its final touches. 


‘Most important rules are honesty and communication. Starting tonight. But I'm not asking for or giving graphic 
details about anything sexual. I'm going to respect Lars's privacy as | do yours. We need to prioritize each 
other and have that quality time. | know we already have given my career and other band duties, but just re- 
affirming it. What rules are you thinking about?" He followed her back into their bedroom after she finished 


her make-up. 


"l agree with everything. How do we handle sleepovers and things? l'm not sure | can go downstairs to find you 
and Lars making breakfast after a fun night together. Or me with mystery man. | don't want it to be weird for 
you. And no sex, in our bed, in our bedroom. We do have two guest rooms in this house." She was still thinking 
about rules. 


"| agree, no weirdness. We also have a ranch, with multiple bedrooms. And both houses have a ton of areas 
where you can have fun without a bed. Tried and tested by us. So, if | have Lars over, he has to leave before 
morning. Unless someone is drunk. Same for your person. Unless one of us is at the ranch or elsewhere with 


our.lovers?" He shrugged. This was the craziest conversation he'd had with her in a very long time. 


"Now I'm on the pill, but condoms?" Kirk made a face. "I know you hate them, and | know you're going to want 
to feel Lars without anything. If we all agree to regular testing, I'm willing to forgo them." She waited until he'd 
put his boots on before they headed downstairs. 


"That's totally fair. One very important rule is we don't compare. Meaning each other. I'm not going to Lars 
saying, ‘Oh Lari does this so much better.’ It's just not right." They had decided to entertain in the game room, 
making for a more relaxed atmosphere. And they had a fully stocked bar down there. They had just finished 
putting out some of the finger food. 


"No comparing of each other. Are you nervous?" She sure was. 


"Yes. And we must be discreet. You two especially. | don't need any more turmoil in the press." 


"I know, l'm not going to jeopardize that for you. | love you." Lani whispered when he pulled her into a hug. 


‘| love you, too." He rubbed her back, kissing her enticingly. "Just a sneak peek for later." Kirk winked as she 


caught her breath. The doorbell rang a minute later. 


"Ready?" He nodded yes. She took his hand, and they went upstairs. Kirk inhaled deep breaths to ease his 


tension. 

"Hi Lari." Said their guest when she opened the door. 

"Hi Evan, come in, please." They all stood in the foyer now. "You remember my husband, Kirk" 

"Evan.hi. Nice to see you." Kirk shook his hand. He looked quizzically at him trying to figure out how he knew 
him. He was about six feet tall with light brown hair, hazel eyes and a slight beard. Rugged looking with a solid 
build. Evan was wearing dark blue jeans with a green button-down shirt, sleeves rolled up. Lani did have good 


taste; he'd give her that. 


"Nice to see you, Kirk. You look very different from the last time | saw you." Evan gave him the once over 


with his eyes, winking when Kirk caught him. 


"Why don't we go sit, have drinks, some food" Lani stopped the interaction before the wrong thing was said. 
She would find the right moment to tell Kirk how they'd met, unless he remembered first. 


24. Pandora's Box 


Author's Notes: 
We find out just who Evan is and Kirk is not happy. He has a very strong reaction to how he knows him. Well, 
some other details setting up future chapters!!! Thanks for reading, let me know what you think. It means alot!! 


"Sure, sounds good." Evan smiled at her. They walked through the foyer when something caught his eye. "That 


is a stunning poster." He was blown away by the vibrant artwork. 


"Yea, it is." Kirk went over to the one he was talking about. Standing in front of the giant Mummy poster. "I 


have a pretty extensive collection A lot of it is downstairs, where we'll be." 
‘Is it an original?" Evan admired it, fascinated. 


"Sure is." Kirk smiled broadly, then started going on about how he acquired it. After a couple of minutes, Lani 


grabbed Kirk's hand. 
"Why don't we look at more of your collection, then?" She kissed his cheek 


"Lets go downstairs." Kirk squeezed her hand. He wondered why he was calmer than she was. But at least he 


had a built-in ice breaker. 

"Sure, after you." Evan let them walk in front of him. 

"Sit down, what can | get you to drink?" Lani asked, suddenly she was bubbly. 

"Gin and tonic will be good, thanks.” Evan was looking around the room at Kirk's collection of figurines, masks, 
posters, and much more. The game room took up about half of the bottom floor, it was huge. Kirk had also 
integrated a lot of his Metallica memorabilia like rare items, various accolades and record plaques hung on the 
walls. There were about ten guitars in random spots throughout the room. Evan figured he spent a lot of time 


there. 


"This is one of the most recent pieces | got." Kirk handed him a rare toy from 1965. "You can look around at 
stuff if you want to." He smiled warmly. 


"Here you are." Lani brought over their drinks. Gin and tonic for Evan and martinis for her and Kirk. 


"Thanks, honey." Kirk took his glass. "I think I'm going to try this dip you made, it smells so good" He grabbed a 
pita chip and scooped up some of the cheesy dip. 


"Oh it does look good." Evan agreed. 
"Help yourself to whatever you'd like." Lani handed him a clean plate. 
"Sure, thanks." 


"Why don't we shoot pool or something? Darts, pinball. Loosen up a bit” Kirk was being quite the host, not 
understanding what was up with his wife. 


"Pool, sure" Evan snacked on some cheese. 
"Everyone cool with some Bowie?" Lani went over to the stereo 

"Great, me against you?" Kirk asked him. Evan nodded as he racked the balls. 

"So, Ev, tell him about that exhibit you're trying to procure” She was trying to loosen up. 


‘Oh yea, Kirk you'll have to come see it. It's all about mythology meets science fiction" He went on about the 


whole story behind it. The three of them were deep in conversation about it, laughing, loosening up. 


Kirk was surprised at how easily he could talk to the guy who was going to have sex with his wife. So far, he 


had been very respectful of her, only flirting if she'd initiated it. 


Almost two hours later, they had moved on to more drinking, eating and were now playing darts. Kirk sat down 


to snack some more. 


"Oh | love this song!" Lani looked at Kirk, wanting to dance with him. They both liked Lenny Kravitz and ‘| belong 


To you' came on. 
"No, I'm feeding. I'm sure Evan would love to dance with you." He winked at her. 


"You owe me." She wagged her finger at him as Evan put his hands on her waist. Kirk watched them and how 
awkward he was with her at first. Lani rubbed his neck, running her fingers through his hair. She looked into 
his eyes, batting her eyelashes. Kirk realized they never discussed kissing, which is what she clearly wanted to 
do. But how could he get mad when he used to suck face with Lars in front of her all the time. Evan caressed 
her back and arms when she rested her head on his shoulder. Lani didn't want to push it since Kirk was being 


so friendly. 


When the song was about to end, Lani looked up at him and whispered something. Evan gave her a confused 
look but then agreed with whatever she said. Lani pulled out of his firm embrace. 


"lm going to the bathroom, and it looks like we need some more snacks. I'll be back" She gave a small giggle 


before leaving the room. 

"Do you need help?" Kirk yelled out. He figured she didn't hear him when there wasn't a response. 

"I really do think your collection is something awesome." Evan sat next to Kirk and finished his drink. 
"Want something else to drink?" Kirk moved forward when Evan touched his arm, stopping him. 

"No, not right now. Thanks. Wow, you surf, right?" He squeezed a litle. 


"Umm...yea. | also bike, run, horseback ride, a lot of yoga" Kirk nervously filled the awkward silence after he 
pulled his arm back. 


"| can see you're in great shape." Evan gazing slowly at his body. Kirk was looking down, not noticing he moved 


closer. 


"| guess, thanks. You sure you don't want another drink?" Kirk wondered what the fuck Lani was doing. She 
hadn't even been gone that long. 


"You have nice hands." Evan said softly. "| remember them touching me like it was yesterday." He now sat 


thigh to thigh with Kirk. 


"What are you talking about?" Kirk was glued to the cushion, frozen. Why was he hitting on him? Evan put his 


hand on his knee. "Evan, I've never touched you." 


"Yea you have. Your fingers feel really good inside me." He whispered in Kirk's ear, then kissed his jaw. "Give it 
to me hard, Master. Ughhh.." He said in a tone that jogged Kirk's memory right away. 


Kirk got out of his grasp, like his body suddenly worked again, jumping to his feet. He stared at the other man 
for a good minute, imagining him in compromising positions. Then it was all he could see. Evan was wearing a 

leather mask and matching collar. And nothing else but a cock ring and a plug in his ass. Then he visualized the 
different ‘parties’ they'd engaged in together. Sometimes it was just the three of them, sometimes one or two 


more people joined in. 
"Holy shit, you're ‘Roman’? From Power Exchange?" Kirk grabbed the gin bottle off the bar top and took a shot. 


"Guilty." Evan admitted. "Look, I'm not trying to get into your pants. Even though | can't get our last encounter 
out of my head." 


"Really, you fooled me. What the fuck? I'm over that scene. ls that what you thought, we were going to have a 
threesome? | kept that separate from everything else." Kirk felt really exposed. 


"I know, | respect that. Lani just told me to refresh your memory. | didn't mean anything by it. | didn't mean to 
overstep your boundaries. I'm sorry Kirk Just like if we were at the club, | won't touch you unless you ask." 
He put his hands up, taking responsibility. Kirk crossed his arms across his chest defensively. 


"| need a minute." He went upstairs to find Lani. She was feeding the dogs when he came barreling into the 


kitchen 
"Everything ok?" She saw the angry look on his face. 


"What the fuck, Lani? He's from the club? Is this your idea of luring me back there? | told you | never wanted 


to go back, or any other place like it. You told him to refresh my memory?" He was yelling now. 
"No, I'm not trying to lure you. What happened? | know where you stand on that." She was completely lost. 


"He came on to me. Did you know who he was when you met him at the gallery?" Kirk got in her face, his 


blood boiling. 


"No, since he went by the name Roman, It wasn't until we started talking more that he figured out who | was." 


Lani pressed her hand to his chest lightly to calm him. 


"Don't touch me." He grabbed her hand, shoving it off. "So, he figured you out and what, it was a good idea for 
him to be your fuck buddy?" Kirk took a deep breath. She better have an explanation 


"That's not how it happened. | was toying with the idea of asking you about an open marriage for a while. 
Before you and Lars started fooling around. Then Carmella introduced me to Evan, and we hit it off. | was 
instantly attracted to him, for obvious reasons. And probably the third time we met; he remembered me. The 
timing just happened to work out, it's like fate. So now he is downstairs probably wondering what the hell we're 


doing.” Lani saw he had finally mellowed out. 


"Why couldn't you have just come to me? Instead of all this happening." He started eating some of the food 
they were supposed to bring downstairs. "I actually liked him, and then he comes on to me. It just triggered 
something. Don't expect me to be friendly for a long time. I'm going to be civil for you, if this is what you 
want." 


‘lm sorry, honey. | know | should've told you everything. When we started talking, it was my idea to keep it a 
secret. | wanted to see if you could figure it out. How did he come on to you?" She felt really bad since Kirk 


seemed more freaked out than angry. 


"He tried to kiss me, in a nutshell. It made me uncomfortable." Kirk could see she was being sincere. "And 


sceeved out." 


"| don't want to interrupt. | just want to apologize." Evan cleared his throat, carefully entering the kitchen. 


‘Its fine, you can come in" Lani said. He walked over to them. 

"Don't ever do that again, and I'll be fine eventually." Kirk got off his stool, putting his hand out. 

‘| won't. And thank you. It was the moment and separating the two environments just got away from me. l'm 
almost drunk and couldn't get certain visuals out of my head. | should've done that some other way." Evan 
shook his hand. "I can leave if you guys want." 

"No, we can start over if you want. Here let me get you some water." Kirk got him a glass of water. 

"| guess, yea, sure.” He took it from him, drinking some. 

"Now would be a good time to set some rules, maybe." Lani said shyly. 

"That's a great idea, so we're all on the same page." Kirk was relieved she brought it up. 


‘Of, course. | don't want to blur any lines again" Evan was thankful they were so understanding. 


"Ok, so this is what we were thinking so far." Lani started off then launched into what she and Kirk had agreed 


on. 
"That's a start for sure." Evan stated when the three of them had talked about the different aspects of it all. 
"It sounds like you both know what you want from this. Don't worry Kirk, I'll be very discreet" That had 
seemed to be one of his biggest hang-ups. 


"Great, I'll talk to my partner about getting tested, also." Kirk felt a little more at ease. 


"Yea, this is going to happen" Lani was nervous and excited. Everything was going to come into fruition for 


them. 


"It is. We'll be in touch about testing, then. I'm heading out, it's getting late." Evan finished his water, setting 
the glass down on the island. 


"Of course, I'll walk you out" Lani got up from her seat. Evan and Kirk shook hands. 
"| really am sorry, for earlier.” Evan said when they were at the door. 
‘Its going to be fine. Just don't do it again" Lari smiled before they hugged. He kissed her cheek softly. 


"ll call you about the exhibit. Have a good night." He hugged tighter. "You look so hot by the way." He 


whispered in her ear. 


"Umm, thank you. So do you." She pulled back and smoothed her hands on his strong shoulders. "And yea, call 
me. Get home safe, bye." She practically shoved him out the door. Lani fanned herself and went into the 
kitchen. Kirk had gone outside with the dogs. 


"You were amazing tonight. Given what happened." Lani sat next to him on the swing. 


‘lm not in the mood to re-hash it. If you're going to be out here, I'm going to clean up some." Kirk got up and 
went inside, barely looking at her. 


Lani didn't want to trigger him. She should've stayed in the room, at the same time, she never expected Evan 
to overstep. After she went back inside with the dogs, she cleaned the kitchen since he'd gone downstairs. 
When Kirk was this hurt, she knew to give him his space. 
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Lars went into his office searching for his latest journal. After he'd torn apart two bookcases, he remembered 


it was locked up. Finding the key to his desk, not believing it had been almost a year since he wrote in it. 


He stared at the cover for a couple of minutes while he gathered his thoughts. Grabbing a pen, it just poured 
out of him. Most of his writing revolved around everything that had been going on since Jason left. Then he 
started to write about Kirk. 


Pandora's box has been re-opened About fucking time. He kissed me last week Hamster grew some fucking balls 
and finally went after something we both wanted Something we were too afraid to mess with again. It was eye- 
opening on many levels. Were going fo be honest this time. Good cuz | need to know why we fizzled out. 


Í wish he was here with me right now. One look at him, | can make sense of everything Im not letting him go again, 
not now..not ever. Even if | sacrifice my marriage. Which is being held together by a tiny 3 and a half month old 
baby. And his hyper-curious older brother. 


| dont want to hurt Skylar, but Ive hurt myself long enough. | want fo be the husband that makes her happy, 
without mistrust. If Im honest with her about my true feelings for him, | know she'll divorce me. Hell, Im surprised 
she married me. Because of Kirk, because of our connection, our bond We've always been drawn fo each other. 


But we'd always been deceitful fo our girlfriends, wives 


Wed even hurt each other at times like it was a twisted competition But | knew he was always there for me, 
without judgement. We get each other. We don't always agree, but that's what makes it interesting | wish | could 
say the same about James. If it wasn’t for the judgement and our egos colliding James is always with his guard up, 
unless he's drunk. And the need for us to fight each other on everything 


Also, the physical attraction with Kirk helps. The back of my neck heats up when he walks in the room. After 
knowing him for almost 20 years and being my bandmate for IB; my stomach still gets twisted up. The other night 


when he came over was a revelation for me. | still can't describe how it feels when we touch. | know this sounds 


Ike a cliché, but it's true. No one has had the same effect on me. | literally thought | was going to implode the 


second we started making out. 

Lars sighed, picturing them all over each other. Drinking some water, he read over what he had been writing 
when his pocket started vibrating. Almost choking at the unexpected sensation, he looked at his phone. It was 
Kirk. 


"Hello?" Lars cleared his throat. "What's going on, it's late." Lars looked at the time, 115 am. That was usually 
the time he would call Kirk. 


"Nothing, l'm just sitting here. | couldn't sleep. What are you up to?" 
'| was restless, too. Flipping through the channels. So, how was it?" Lars was dying to know about his night. 


"How was what?" Kirk had finally numbed himself with a few drinks and a joint. He wouldn't talk to Lani still 
except to say goodnight when she went to bed. 


"You know what. Don't play dumb. What's this guy like? Who is he? Did you get along?" Lars reminded him of a 
kid the way he questioned things sometimes. 


"Oh, that. If | don't make sense, it's cuz I've been drinking. l'm a little mad at Lani. I'll tell you why. Evan, the 
gallery owner, is the guy we had over. | liked him, the night was going great until Lani left us alone. He came on 
to me." Kirk was slurring a bit now. 


"Did you punch him? What, he wants to fuck you, too?" Lars couldn't believe it. 


"No, | got freaked out. | knew him from the sex club. See, Lani's already slept with him. I've done things with 
him, too." Kirk groaned that last sentence. 


"What are the odds? Was this her plan all along?" Kirk's sex life since Lani was way different than with 
Rebecca or any of his girlfriends. 


"It turns out he figured out who she was first. Then Lani decided to keep it from me until tonight, wanted to 
see if it came to me. She told him to jog my memory. Yea.so that's what's going on I'm pissed at her for not 


coming to me first. She struck a cord" Kirk got up to pee once again. 


"Kirk, this sounds like a soap opera. Are you peeing?" He heard his sigh of relief and the echo of the urine 
splashing into the toilet water. 


"Yea, sorry bro. Forgot to say it” He clutched the phone under his chin, on his shoulder. 


‘Its fine. So, you're fine with the two of them getting it on?" Now he heard him washing his hands. 


"Yea, | mean | guess it's better than him being a total stranger, right? So how was your night?" Kirk stumbled 


out of the bathroom, down the hall, making his way to the kitchen 


"Well, we talked about a few things. Got Skylar up to speed on the whole Jason and James situation. And we 
talked about a few things we need to work on. | tested the waters with her a little" Lars got quiet then. 


"So, what happened? Did you fight?" Kirk threw some leftovers in the microwave. 


"No, but she's not as cool as your wife is when it comes to us. She seems kind of annoyed that | don't want 


closure from you. She wants me to think about going back to marriage counseling." 
"Are you considering it? More therapy, that would suck." 


"| don't know. That would suck, yea. I'm just trying to figure shit out, you know?" Lars didn't want to put a 
band aid over their problems. It could just be prolonging the inevitable. 


Follow your instincts. If you think counseling's a bust, don't do it out of appeasement. If you need to mull it 
over, I'll listen. But I'm finally starting to feel sleepy. So now wouldn't be good" Kirk finished his snack. 


"Hey you called me. Did | bore you, now you want to hang up?" Lars joked. 


"Bro, you always call me late, so | thought I'd check up on you. And | wanted to tell you about my night. Crazy 
shit | tell you." Kirk put his dish in the sink, walking through the house. 


"You were worried about me? Aww..so sweet." Lars gushed. 

"Don't flatter yourself. | drunk dialed you. Or buzzed dialed. Cuz if | were drunk, | couldn't say half the shit | 
just said. It would sound more like this.." Kirk started laughing before impersonating himself. "Evan, was gonna 
kiss, | went..sex clubs. Yup, Lani..mad. ‘Sup with you? Yea, shit | just drooled on myself." He wiped his chin on the 
back of his hand. It sounded like Lars couldn't breathe from laughter. "Bro, you there?" 


"Thanks man, that was the highlight of my night. But yea, that was pretty accurate. | can only picture your 
distorted face and body language." He was still giggling. 


"Happy to entertain. I'm going to bed. Can we talk tomorrow?" Kirk yawned going up the stairs. 
"Yea, goodnight. I'm glad you called" Lars smiled into the phone. 


"Goodnight Lars. Happy dreaming. Smooches.” Kirk made a kissing sound and hung up. 


30. Pool Day! 


Author's Notes: 
Kirk gets a surprise phone call. Lars is slowly telling him more about why he and Skylar had separated. They 
have their own fun while the kids nap. Thanks for reading, enjoy! 


It had been a couple of days since Kirk and Lars had seen each other much less really talked. In the meantime, 
Lani was trying to be wife of the year to Kirk He wasn't as mad, but the hurt was still there while he tried 
to forgive her. Kirk had been spending time with his mom and focusing on himself a little. 


Lars spent time with Skylar and the boys. When they weren't around, tension and stress surrounded the two 
of them. Lars had told her he didn't want to go back to counseling. It was already too much with the Phil 
sessions. So now his back was against the wall. But they were opening up more about how they felt about each 
other. 

Kirk was getting ready to leave the house when his phone rang. It was Phil having to cancel that day's session 
He had a family emergency and said he'd get back to them if the next one was an issue. No sooner than he 
hung up, now Lars was calling him. 

"Phil call you?" Lars didn't even say hello. 

"Yea, what's going on?" 


"We have all this extra time to hang out. If you want to." Lars really wanted to see him. 


"Yea, that sounds good. What are we doing?" Kirk was happy there was no therapy, and he could just chill out 
with Lars. 


"Come over, bring your bathing suit. Lets enjoy my pool. I'm keeping the kids at home since Myles keeps 
begging us to go in the water. ls that cool?" Lars hoped he'd say yes. 


“Sounds like fun. Need anything?" He went upstairs to pack his things. 


"Actually, can you pick up a couple of six packs? l'm a little low on beer." Lars was searching for Layne's sun 
hat through the mountain of clothes in his nursery. How could a 3-month-old have this much clothes? 


"Beer, you got it. See you soon man" They hung up and Kirk checked on the dogs before he left. Lani was 
working on her art at the studio, she wouldn't be home until early evening. A while later, Kirk stood at Lars's 


front door, waiting. 


"Coming!" Lars shouted, running through the house. He made it to the door, catching his breath. 

"Hi." Kirk said, when a half-naked Lars opened the door. He wore the smallest pair of swim shorts ever made. 
Kirk's eyes fixated on his thighs contracting. "Keep greeting me like this, | like it” He winked when Lars took the 
bag with the beer out of his arms. 

"Thanks, for this. Next time | won't have anything on" Lars moved closer to kiss him quickly. 


"Is it safe?" Kirk hoped Skylar wasn't home. 


"Yea, she's working a double. You want to get comfortable while | get them set up outside?" Lars put the 
chilled beers in the fridge, taking two out for them. 


"After | do this." Kirk pinned him to the fridge, really kissing him, sucking his bottom lip. "lve been thinking of 
you, of this." He said softly. Lars grabbed his head, pulling them closer for another one. 


"Me too. Maybe | shouldn't have kept the boys. I'm sorry." Lars wanted him beyond reason. 


‘Its fine, you're a good dad. Don't ever be sorry. But what would happen if they weren't here?" Kirk had an 
idea, he just wanted to see if Lars was thinking the same. 


"Well, we could be swimming naked, together. Then we could soak up the sun, naked. Touch, kiss, explore." Lars 
was gliding his hands down the back of Kirk's track pants. He traced over his underwear, tickling where it met 


his skin 


"Oh, yea, I'd love that. Would you bend me over one of those chairs? Or the table? Or we could do it up 
against the deck railing." Kirk kissed his neck, thrusting his hips teasingly. He stroked his chest slowly. 


"Jesus, Kirk. We can't. But stay for their nap, we can have our own pool time." Lars squeezed his ass. "Clothing 
optional." 


‘lm looking forward to that." Kirk pulled back when he heard Myles calling for his father. "I'm going to change 
clothes." He grabbed his stuff, not wanting to tear himself away from Lars. 


"l'Il meet you outside." Lars went upstairs to get his kids together. Kirk came out of the bathroom a bit later. 
He grabbed his sunscreen and beer and went to go find everyone. 


"Hey Myles, can you say hi to Kirk?" Lars asked his son when he came outside. 


"Hi hi." The little boy said excitedly, jumping and waving at him. 


"Hi Myles." Kirk smiled going over to them. He sat on the chair next to theirs. "Are we going to play together? 
| can't wait." He started rubbing sunscreen onto his legs. Then he moved to his arms and upper body. Every 


few seconds, Lars watched him spread the white, creamy lotion on his smooth skin. 


"Yea, we're going to have lots of fun Drink some juice." Lars handed him his sippy cup. He then made sure he 


was covered in sunscreen 


"Da-da" Myles whined trying to get out of his grasp when Lars was trying to put some on his back. He tried 
to grab his arm floats, getting excited. 


"Hey Myles, if you stay still you can splash me all you want." Kirk distracted him. Soon everyone was ready to 
go in the water. They were all having fun, laughing. Layne was chilling in his baby float. Myles sloshed around 
on his pool noodle while Kirk and Lars stood in the shallow end supervising them. They would take turns pulling 
the noodle around with Myles practicing his kicking. He could swim on his own, but he loved being dragged by 
that damn noodle. 


"Can | ask you something important?" Lars put his beer up on the edge of the pool when Kirk passed him the 


noodle. 
"What is it?" This sounded serious. 


"If Lani wasn't cool with everything, what would you do? If you were in my shoes, would you go to counseling? 


Even if you knew deep down it wouldn't solve anything?" 


"I hadn't thought of it. | don't know. You're against counseling? Well, what would solve your problems?" Kirk 
knew he was heavily conflicted. 


"I wish | knew. Walking away from you, in her eyes. She wants me to move on and leave my feelings in the 
past. Your turn. | want to hold Layne in the water." He passed Kirk the noodle. 


| don't want to break up your marriage." He yanked Myles towards him, making him shriek. Then he walked 


around in circles pulling him along. 


"| would be breaking it up, not you. | can't make everyone happy and keep sacrificing my happiness. I've tried. 
She doesn't trust me, | know it. This past week | haven't been exactly faithful. To be honest, the only thing | 
regret is not doing it sooner. That makes me an asshole, right? Truth is, I've felt this way since we'd 
separated. | don't want to hurt her." Lars had been holding Layne waist deep in the water, then he'd swing him 
up, making him squeal and giggle. 


"It doesn't it make you an asshole. | had no idea you were going through all this. Were we the reason you were 


separated?" Kirk always had this gut feeling. 


"Partially. Thats too long a conversation for right now. But | truly want to tell you about it. Part of me isn't 
ready yet. | know you're not the sole reason for my happiness. But | want to make us a priority. | thought | 
could fill the void inside me by getting married again We were happy once. | know I'm blessed to have these 


two, they did come from love." Lars planted a raspberry on Layne's tummy, then held him to his chest: 


"| guess | feel that void, too. But it's always been there, for me. Since | was a kid. It got bigger when my father 
left, even if my mom was better off. When Cliff died, | thought it would consume me. Anytime | have any big 
significant loss really. Jason leaving, every time you and | hurt each other. That's why | practice so damn 
much. To this day it helps me the most. | know where you're coming from.’ Myles tugged on the noodle when 
Kirk had stopped moving. 


"Hey, how about you swim and show us how you float?" Lars told his son. 

"No, kick" Myles was determined. 

"No enough of the noodle." Lars grabbed it and put it behind him. "Or we get out" Myles pouted at his father 
then started to float. "I could tell when you slipped into your depressions. They seem to be better now. Since 
Phil, | think" Lars squeezed his shoulder. 

"Yea, it helps. So do you." Kirk covered Lars's hand with his cherishing these quiet moments together. "| need to 
ask you something. Are you ok with getting tested for STDs? Unless you want to use condoms." Kirk hoped 
he'd say yes. 

"Are you kidding me? | want to feel everything. Lani asking for it, huh?" 

"Yea, l'm going tomorrow. Wow, you're such a good swimmer." Myles swam around them. 


"Yea, he is! And this means he'll sleep through." Lars winked at him. 


"Well then, do you mind if | take him down to the deep end? He can jump on my back if you're nervous." Kirk 


could tell their energy was winding down and Lars needed to transition them for naps. 


"No, you can take him, | trust you. Me and Layne are going to chill for a bit. You haven't done any swimming, 


go." Lars smiled at him. 


"Myles, swim to me buddy." Kirk went a few feet deeper. "If you get tired, you tell me, ok?" Myles started to 
swim to him. "Good jobl!" He picked him up when he made it. "Here I'm going to swim backwards, hold my hand." 
Kirk was so good with him, Lars wasn't worried. After they did a few laps together, Lars got out of the pool 
with Layne. 


"Hey guys, how about we have a snack? | bet Kirk got you all hungry. Well, you can stay in the pool if you 
want." He said to Kirk. "I have cheesy fish." Kirk picked him up and sat him on the edge of the pool. 


"I had fun with you." Kirk smiled warmly. Myles stood up and ran over to the table. Kirk did a couple of laps 
before he got out. "| have to pee, be back. I'll get us more beer." He grabbed a towel before heading inside. The 
boys had their snacks and were getting sleepy. Lars had made sandwiches for him and Kirk. 


"This was way better than therapy." Lars wiped Layne's chin. 
"For sure. Someone's out" Myles had his head down on the table. 


"Come on, let's go lay down, buddy." Lars patted his back. He picked up Layne and took Myles by the hand. "I will 


be as fast as humanly possible. If you need to get more comfortable, | wouldn't hate it" 


"l'Il be here, take your time." Kirk sat back drinking his beer. A few minutes later, he decided to clean up some 


dirty dishes and garbage. When he had the table completely clean, he got comfortable. 


About ten minutes later, Lars came back outside. Kirk wasn't swimming, then he found him on one of the 


lounge chairs. 


"Thanks for cleaning up, you didn't have to..oh hi." Lars found him asleep on his stomach, totally naked. "I'm 
waking you up this time." He grabbed the beer off the ground and took a sip. Still nice and cold, he poured 
some over the small of Kirk's back. He barely flinched. Lars bent down, licking the beer off him. He followed the 
curve of his back kissing the top of his ass, he continued down to his thighs. Still no movement. He thought 
maybe Kirk was screwing around, so he caressed his legs. Sliding up, he tickled the back of his knee. 


"Stop tickling me." Kirk chuckled. 

"You are awake." Lars kept touching him. 

"I was enjoying that." Kirk turned around to kiss him. "Why are you still dressed?" He tugged at Lars's shorts. 
"So you can take ‘em off me. But.l think we should go inside. In case | have to run off, | can come back 
quicker." Lars got up while Kirk wrapped the towel around his waist. Grabbing his wet shorts and beer, they 
went inside. 


"How long do we have?" Kirk asked when they went up the stairs. 


"| hope an hour, at the most” He said once inside the guest bedroom. "I've been sleeping in here." Lars saw the 


confusion on his face. 


"Until you figure it out? | get it” Kirk kissed him slowly. They made their way to the bed, falling on top of it. 
Lars practically ripped the towel from his hips. Kirk's mouth was all over Lars's face and neck, making his way 


to his shoulders. He grabbed at his thighs, kneading the muscle under his hands. "Let's get rid of these.” Kirk 
pulled at his waistband, quickly sliding his shorts down his legs. 


Lars rolled them over, grinding their bodies together. "I want you to lie here and let me have some fun, is that 


cool?" He sucked on his ear. 
"Hmmm, yes if you keep your wonderful mouth on me." Kirk had been groping his ass, arching into him. 


"Oh, its going to be all over you." Lars reached into the nightstand grabbing the lube. "| want to finger you." He 


said, not wasting any time. 


"Oh fuck yes." Kirk bucked his hips wantonly. Lars started teasing, licking and kissing his neck and shoulders. Kirk 
was melting into the bed when Lars circled his nipple with his tongue, pulling away when he moaned. Then doing 
it again. "Don't stop." Thrusting his chest into Lars's face had him rubbing on Kirk's leg, making himself so hard. 


"| like tasting you. | could do nothing but this." Lars now sucked his other nipple. Kirk wrapped his legs around 


him. 
"You can taste all you want, baby. How about you touch me, too?" Kirk put his hand on his growing dick. 


"Impatient, huh?" He stroked him, spreading the pre-cum around. Lars continued to torture him working down 
over his ribs and sides. Kirk squirmed under him, this being the first time Lars was really exploring his body. 
He was burying his face under his navel, scraping his teeth on delicate skin. Then he licked up, into his belly 
button. Kirk was so turned on watching him look up as he went lower again, kissing through his pubic hair. Kirk 


shivered with anticipation. 


Lars licked him from base to tip, then back up again. Kirk clamped onto his hair when he swirled around the 


head. 


"Ease up a little." He rubbed Lars's head. He grabbed the lube, smearing some on and around his hole. Lubing up 
a couple of fingers, he kissed his inner thigh, relaxing him. Sliding inside him slowly, Kirk whimpered. Lars gently 
moved his finger around, feeling him quiver. 


"Feel good?" He looked up to see Kirk smiling. 


"One more finger, don't be scared" Kirk slid closer to him. Lars added another making him moan softly. Lars 
continued to slide in and out, crooking his fingers around. He showered Kirk's thighs in kisses and bites. Then 
licking through his assault. He found the perfect spot, right where his leg and pelvis met, Kirk clutched the 
sheets. 


"Fuck, Lars." His eyes rolled back when Lars slowly sucked on his balls. He stroked him with his free hand while 
searching for his prostate. 


"Sorry if this isn't good. My first time." Lars wrapped his lips around the head of his cock. Moving back and 
forth, each time taking a little more of him in his mouth. Kirk now punched the bed, sweat forming on his 


temples and chest. Lars took as much of him as he could, adjusting to a rhythm. He would slow down every 


few seconds, press his tongue along his shaft. 


"Keep doing that, shit. Scrape..teeth.gently." Kirk managed to say. His legs were shaking when Lars found his 
spot, rubbing it hard. He followed Kirk's requests, wanting to give him the most pleasure in a small window of 


time. He kept sucking and fingering him simultaneously, going faster when Kirk begged. 


"Ughhh..close, so close." Kirk groaned, gasping to breathe. Lars assaulted his head now, with the pad of his 
tongue. Pushing on his spot, he looked up to see Kirk writhing with his head thrown back. Lars instantly became 
more aroused watching him, a light sheen of sweat covering him all over. He slid him back in his mouth, then 


to the tip again. Lars kept repeating that until Kirk's whole body shuddered. 


'Lars..l'm..." He whispered, convulsing then, coming hard into Lars's mouth. The intense aftershocks kept him 
moaning. "Oh my god, oh my god..." Kirk kept repeating as Lars spit into the glass that was on the night table, 
adding to the water inside. Now that he was calming down, Lars freed his hand and Kirk could thank him 


properly. 
‘Sorry, not sure about swallowing yet” Lars blushed, still not believing he just blew him. 


"| don't care, that was so fucking good. Better than my dreams. Sure it was your first time?" He kissed Lars 
passionately. He stroked his incredibly hard cock, wanting to make him feel like he did. Lars moaned, thrusting 
into Kirk's hand. 


"You could flick it and I'd cum. Besides our window might be closing." Lars melted into Kirk's side, forcing his 
hand down harder. He got the message and pumped him quickly. Kirk was kissing his chest and playing with his 
ripples. He tongued his hoop playfully. Lars gripped his head in ecstasy, pulling his hair. "Yes..harder." Lars 
shoved his hips up, meeting Kirk's hand in desperation. "I'm close." He moaned when Kirk's fingers dragged 


around his tip. He really had been on the brink grinding into the mattress when he sucked off Kirk. 


Kirk suckled harder on his nipple, biting around the hoop. Lars moaned uncontrollably, shaking under his touch. 
His muscles seized up when Kirk made him come all over his hand. 


"Next time, | want to taste and explore you." Kirk said as Lars caught his breath. He used the towel to clean 
them up. "I know you have more hot spots than your pierced nipple. And I'm going to search long and hard." He 


kissed Lars's neck and was moving along his jaw. His hands roamed everywhere. 


‘Not now. While this is all | want, any second now one of them will wake up." He could feel Kirk getting hard 


again. "And believe me when | say you all over me is magical.’ 


"It sure is magical" He sat up, letting Lars get off the bed. Kirk was watching him with a sultry stare, gazing 
over his tight little body. 


"Stop it!" Lars threw a pillow at him, feeling self-conscious. He put on his underwear. Kirk went over to him, 


hugging him tightly. 

"I can't help it. You're so sexy. I'm gonna show you every chance | get" He kissed his shoulder. "I like your hair 
like this." It was a little longer in the back, curling as it dried. "Something to grip when you blow me so good. 
Then when you fuck me slowly." He whispered. 

‘Next time, no kids. I'll fuck you as slow, fast, hard whatever you want" Lars sat on the dresser, pulling Kirk 
closer. His legs wrapped around him, he grabbed Kirk, ready to kiss him. Then there was crying through the 
baby monitor. Lars released him, getting down. "See, imagine if we hadn't tuckered them out. Fifty minutes, not 
even the hour." Lars put on sweatpants and a t shirt. 


"I still had a great time." Kirk went into the bathroom to pee. "But now we have to get tested. So..yea 


"Here, isn't your clothes downstairs?" Lars offered him his robe. "If you need visuals, the album is in the 


closet, box in the back left corner." He grazed his erection 

"Thanks" Kirk blushed when Lars left the room. 

Kirk came out of the bathroom after getting dressed. Lars was in the kitchen with the boys. 
"You can stay for lunch if you want" Lars told him 


"Sure, do you need help with anything?" Kirk smiled. "Let me just check my phone. Lani has a surprise for me 
tonight, she's still trying to kiss my ass." He grabbed it off the counter and answered her texts. 


"Cool, is a veggie burger good for you? Skylar says these are good, I've never tried one." Lars rummaged in 


the freezer. He handed Kirk the package. 
| buy these, they are good. Do you need help?" He asked again. 


"No, literally everything is going in the oven. I'm not chopping anything or standing over a saucepan Don't feel 
like it" Lars arranged nuggets and fries and various other foods on baking sheets. 


"Hey, whatever." Kirk shrugged. His phone started ringing, he stared at the caller I.D, not recognizing it. 
"Hello?" He asked cautiously. 
"Kirk?" James asked quietly. 


"Yea, hey man. How are you?" He stayed calm while his eyes bugged out of his head. Lars took notice, 


wondering who it could be. 


"I'm alright, were you busy?" He could hear his own heartbeat in his ears. 

"No, not really. Been thinking about you." And what an ass he was. 

"Yea, me too. Thinking about you." James laughed shyly. "Listen, | was calling to ask you something," 
"What is it James?" Kirk stared back into the curious green eyes that were in his face. 


"Well, part of my recovery involves you guys. And Id like to see you and Lars. You guys can come out here 


for a week, we can reconnect. | have a lot to tell you guys." He sounded hopeful. 


It took everything Kirk had not to start calling him names. "Is there a way | can reach you?" He looked at Lars 


who grabbed a notepad and pen. He took down his information. "I'll talk to Lars, so we can plan everything." 


"Yea, | miss you both. | hope you can make it" He sounded so fragile; it tore Kirk up inside. "I just need to know 


soon so you have a room." 

"| miss you, too. | don't see why we can't make it" He didn't know what else to say. 

"Well | have to go to a meeting, give me a call. Bye Kirk" He sighed 

"Yea, don't be late. Bye James." He hung up. 

"What did he say?" Lars was doing his pacing back and forth. Kirk grabbed his shoulders, stopping him. 

lm not chasing you. He wants to know if we'll go see him.for a week. Needs to know soon so we have a room. 
He misses us and his recovery involves us. He sounded so sad and lonely." Kirk knew to give Lars information 


up front to save himself the headache. 


"Alright then, you handled that better than | would've. Road trip. When are we going?" Lars was fuming deep 


down. 


"Soon, next week | thought. | don't know." Kirk shrugged. "I need beer.” He grabbed two from the fridge, passing 


one to Lars. 


"It should be interesting. Wait until we tell Phil and Bob." Lars grabbed peas from the freezer so he could 


steam them in the microwave. 


"Yea, should be very interesting. We can't go off to drink because we're going to be at a freaking rehab." Kirk 
just had that realization. 


"Shit, that really sucks." Lars groaned, putting plates on the table for them. Once the food was ready, they sat 
and talked about other topics around the kids. 


Kirk couldn't shake the sadness in James's voice. He didn't sound like himself. Seeing him was what they all 
needed. He just had to keep Lars from acting impulsively when they went. 


3l. Shots Fired 


Author's Notes: 
Before they go on thier adventure to see James, a couple of important events transpire for them. Thanks for 


reading!! Enjoy! 


A couple of days before leaving to go see James, they were having one last therapy session Lars and Kirk had 


gotten there earlier to steal some time alone. 
"How much longer do we have?" Lars asked, getting comfortable by straddling Kirk's lap. 
"Don't you have a watch?" He groped his ass. Lars stopped moving. 


"We don't want to get caught now. I'm going to sit here like a good boy, hands in my lap. Not yours." He started 
to get up. Kirk held down his legs firmly. 


"Not a chance. We have about I5 minutes." Kirk quickly opened Lars's pants. 


‘I've been missing your hands on my cock." He moaned when Kirk started rubbing him, now in his underwear. 


"Hmmm..let me touch you, too." Lars unzipped Kirk's jeans. 


"Me too, been wanting this." Kirk was devouring his neck as they got into it. He was glad the room they used 
didn't have a bed, or they would surely be caught. 


"We're going to be sharing a room, you know. For an entire week." Lars was wiping himself clean when they 


were done. 


"Yea, we are." Kirk smiled nervously, turning his alarm off. "We have about five minutes. Can we just see what 


it's like there first?" 


"Umm, sure whatever." Lars shrugged it off. Maybe he just had cold feet. He sat quietly watching Kirk fidget 
with his belt. He sat next to him, putting his arm around him. 


"Hey Lars, | want you so badly. | want to get my bearings you know. We don't even know what the itinerary is 
like. Can we talk later?" He squeezed his arm, feeling him clam up. Kirk kissed him softly. Lars tightened his lips 


and sat forward. 


"l'm sorry for jumping ahead. Yea, we can talk about it. After this." Lars gave him a weak smile. 


"We're going to talk about it alright" Kirk's tone was firm as he moved away to the other side of the couch 
now. He glanced over to see him pouting. Phil walked through the door then. 


"Hi guys, how are you?" They all shook hands. "Ready for the upcoming week?" 
"Trying to be." Lars answered shakily. 


"Well, you must keep in mind that he's going to be a changed person You both do. James has an addictive 
personality. He's searching for something healthier to replace the destructive path he was going down." Phil 
watched them contemplate in silence. "The two of you have to know and understand you played a role in the 
destructive behavior. Helping him re-build himself as a person is going to be a long journey. If you can't do 


that, Metallica is done. If he turns his back on you as people, are you willing to fight?" 
"Damn, you could've just punched us in the nuts and it would've been less brutal." Kirk felt small and helpless. 


"This is a reality you must face. | know you've mentioned in other sessions you wouldn't be surprised if he 
walked away from the band. Before you worry about that possibility, you have to focus on the present with 
him, and each other. Learn from the past not to repeat the actions that brought you here. That's the only 
way you can think of becoming a band again. Then, and only then can you think about replacing Jason" Phil 


could make them speechless in the blink of an eye at times. 
"Definitely not going to be repeating some actions." Lars referenced James and Jason sleeping together. 
"Like what, Lars?" Phil was intrigued. 


"Ugghhh, the lack of communication. Fighting that led to jealousy. That's just a start” He looked over at Kirk 


silently stating it was meant for him, too. 


"Um, yea, | agree with you. Being scared to talk about certain things in the moment just leads to bigger 
issues." He threw it right back at him. "Something I've been dealing with for the last I8 years." 


"How do you think you survived it? Coming in when they were getting off the ground? You replaced someone, 
just like Jason did." 


"Not taking their shit. | mean we were somewhat friends already, as you know. | guess | was lucky, | never got 
hazed or anything. Cliff neither from what he told me. | became close with him and Lars probably quicker than 
James. He's such a shy introvert, like me. | can see how people mistake his quiet nature for intimidation. If 
they'd never spoken to him. | never did, once we opened up more to each other, | was happy to know him. | still 
am, regardless of all the bad shit between us. As far as replacing Dave, he got kicked out. But he's alive and 
kicking and thriving. He didn't get taken from this world by a horrible accident. Dave wasn't grieved over the 
way Cliff was, and still is. We shouldn't have channeled our anger into Jason" Kirk tried to fight back the tears 
from the guilt. 


"Do you need a minute?" Lars gave him a box of tissues when his face became flushed. 


"No, I'm fine." Kirk wiped his eyes. The rest of the session aided in mentally preparing them for the changes 
that were coming. Phil asked them a lot of thought-provoking questions. Questions to keep in the back of their 


minds while they were with James. 


Finally, the hour was over. Phil said his goodbyes to them and wished them luck. Lars and Kirk sat in silence 


for a couple of minutes. 


"Well, I'd rather get a hundred root canals than have to sit through that again" Lars put his head back and 
rubbed his temples. 


"I know it's going to be rough, that our future is rocky, but fuck. He's preparing us for the worst. We have to 
stay positive. Even when we talk to him about Jason | know its going to be hard, but is fighting really going to 
solve anything? That's one of the things that got us here." Kirk stood up and stretched before locking the door. 
Phil had booked them the room for a half hour longer in case the hotel needed it for a meeting. He figured 
they could probably use some time. 


"But the anger inside me Kirk, | know you have it, too. | just want to scream in his face." He got up and walked 
over to him. Kirk looked out the window. He stared at everything and nothing as Lars hugged him, resting his 
head against his back. 


"Yes, | feel the same anger. We really can't hold grudges, tho." He leaned back, enjoying the calming effect of 


Lars's warmth on his back. He put his arms over Lars's, holding him in place. 
"| guess you're not mad at me anymore." He smiled. 


"Mad? No, but annoyed. just a bit" Kirk rubbed his arms. "You think Phil picked up on our digs at each other?" 
He laughed. 


"Not sure. | think he was focused on making sure we left here in a shittier mood about things than when we 


got here." Lars closed his eyes, relaxing into him. 


"We can't let it get to us. | already have enough of that inside of me. We've got to go in there with open 
minds." Kirk turned in his arms, leaning against the windowsill. Their eyes locked, Kirk taking in Lars's expression 


of doubt. 

‘Open minds, sure, whatever it takes." Lars smiled shyly at him. Kirk caressed the back of his head, playing 
with his hair. He pulled him closer, kissing him so tenderly, slowly. Lars hugged him tighter, reciprocating Kirk's 
affection. 


"What was that for?" Lars asked quietly. 


‘| want you Lars. So fucking much. But | can't see us having sex for the first time at a rehab facility. Don't 
you think we deserve something a little nicer?" He felt Lars sigh in defeat. 


"| guess but think of it like a hotel room." Lars was persistent, if nothing else. 


"And if there's thin walls? I'm not holding back with you anymore. Besides, | kind of have the setting in mind 
already." Kirk looked away, blushing. 


"Are you going to share, or is it a surprise?" Lars had no idea he was planning anything. That thought alone 
got his libido going. 


‘Surprise. That you will love. Its romantic, and sexy, kind of unexpected. And | was thinking when we get back, | 
can show you" He was rubbing Lars's back, listening to his quiet moans. Lars had been staring at his mouth 
the whole time he spoke. He raised his chin, touching his labret, then traced the distinctive mole on his right 
cheek. Kirk kissed the palm of his hand, then dragged his lips across it, looking up through his lashes. "Do you 
trust me?" 

"| do, um yea." Lars was overheating then. "Can we at least sleep in bed together? If there's space, | mean?" 


"Try to keep me away. | think we have about I5 minutes left" Kirk raised his brow at Lars. 


"Good, because | just want to enjoy this. I've got to get home after this." He kissed Kirk hungrily as he was 


groping around under his shirt. They messed around until Kirk's alarm went off. 
"So, we'll talk later about what time we're leaving and stuff?" Lars asked when they were in the elevator. 
"Yea, I've got the directions in my GPS already. What are you up to now?" They walked through the lobby. 


"Skylar wants to spend time together. We're going out with the boys, I've gotta finish packing and some other 
stuff. You?" 


"I have errands to run and packing." They hugged when they were at their cars. "| hope you and Skylar can 
figure stuff out” Kirk kissed his neck before letting him go. 


"Yea, me too. Despite the session, everything else made up for it." Lars winked at him. "I'll call you, probably 


late, tho." 
"I know, its fine. See you later." They left shortly after. 


96 36 EE E E E E E WE E E E AE E WE E WE E W E EE E Æ 


Lars flipped through the channels mindlessly while he was packing. Settling on a movie he'd seen a lot; he went 
back into the walk-in closet. 


"You're going for a week, not a month." Skylar wondered if there was a bed under all those clothes he had piled 
up. 


"Inn not bringing all of this. Some of it | don't wear, so | might donate it" Lars made a few different piles. 
"Oh, if you need help deciding on what to keep, I'm here" She found a corner to sit on 

"Thanks." Lars wondered who was going to bring up the elephant in the room first: 

"What are these doing here? Skylar saw the pile of journals sitting on the night table. 

"Why were they hidden in the closet? They're mine" Here we go. 


"I thought we were past this. They mean that much to you?" Skylar had put them there wanting to destroy 
them. 


"These are my private thoughts. That you read and instead of coming to me, you used it against me in 
counseling." Lars didn't feel like arguing, but that's where this was headed. 


"Look, | shouldn't have done that. I've apologized profusely. How am | supposed to get past the fact that you 
have strong feelings for your friend?" She waited for him to deny it again 


‘lm trying to work through my feelings. | can't turn them off like its a faucet. It takes time." 


"It takes time, well isn't closure a part of that? Remind me again of what you're trying to achieve here." She 


stood up, crossing her arms. 


| need to be honest with him. It will help us move forward. | don't want to hurt you." He wasn't purposely 


trying to do that. "Are you still talking to Mark?" 

Lars, he's my colleague" 

"So, Kirk's my colleague. Let me ask you, was he at the conference with you?" 

"You know he was, he's part of my team" 

"Have you turned off your feelings for him? IF | remember correctly, you kissed him. You told me you'd 


considered having an affair when we got separated. Did you get closure from him?" Lars could tell she'd been 


just as torn as he was. But he wouldn't let her be the victim. 


"I get your point. Nothing happened at the conference, just so you're aware. You kissed Kirk in front of me all 
the time. So, | guess | never saw it as a big deal" Skylar gave it to him just as good. She would keep throwing 
it in his face. 


"| wasn't worried until now. Thanks. Fine, so if it meant nothing to you, I'm going to stick my tongue down Kirk's 


throat." Lars smirked when he said that. 

"Have you kissed him lately?" Her stomach felt heavy. 

"Skylar..'ve been trying to find a way-" He shook his head, looking down when she spoke over him. 
"Well, there's my answer. And | lied, too." Lars perked up when she said that. 

‘Something did happen?" His eyes got big, walking over to her. 


"Sit down" Skylar tossed some clothes aside so they could sit on the bed. "Shit, my beeper. I'll be back" It was 
vibrating in her pocket. She got up and left the room to go find her work phone. 


Lars couldn't believe she was trying to act like she'd been innocent in all of this. How was counseling or 


anything else supposed to save their marriage? 


‘I've got to go, there's been an emergency with a patient. Possible infection, it could be serious. I'll call when | 
know more." She put on her shoes, and he followed her downstairs. 


"Good luck to your patient." They looked at each other when they would normally kiss goodbye. Skylar just put 
on her jacket and took her purse off the coat rack. 


"Thanks, good luck packing." She squeezed his hand. "I'm sorry, Lars." She was out the door. He went back 
upstairs and worked on his packing. Skylar would be home late, so Lars made dinner and left her a plate in the 


fridge. He hung out with the kids and when they were sleeping, he decided to go play drums. 
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Lars must've been pounding out his frustrations and rage for at least an hour when he had to use the 


bathroom. He texted Kirk, hoping he wasn't busy. Shockingly, it was only llpm, early for them. 


"Wow this is early for you. Thought you were spending time with the wife." Kirk said when he answered the 
phone. 


"She had an emergency with a patient, had to go in. What are you doing?" Lars opened a beer, sitting on the 


couch. 


"Just playing a bit. | just recorded some cool shit for you to hear. It's bluesy, but heavy." Kirk sounded pleased 
with himself. 


"Maybe you can bring it with you. | was just playing a bit myself. It felt good, | hadn't done much since that 
day we jammed together." Lars smiled, remembering what happened after that. 


"Cool. How's everything with you guys?" 


"Not good. We're fighting. Now l'm convinced she's cheating. | can't be mad because of what we've been up to 


lately." Lars was very mad deep down. 
"Dude, you can be mad. I'm sure she's not thinking about unicorns when she sees us together." Kirk had a point. 


"| guess something might've gone down at the conference last week. There's this guy she works with. Mark is 
on her research team, also. He's one of the main reasons we were separated." Lars got quiet then. 


"Did she sleep with him?" 


"Not back then, they kissed. He was sending her gifts and flowers all the time. He was courting her basically. 
She liked him, and still does. She told me she wanted to have an affair and asked to go to counseling. Skylar was 
already three months pregnant when we got separated. Which | initiated" This was the first time he'd ever 
told anyone about this. 


"Damn Lars. I'm not trying to be a dick, how are you guys going to survive this? Do you need a restraining 
order, is he a little stalkerish?" Kirk was shocked since the whole time he thought she was the one who wanted 
to split up. 


"Yea, so that's one piece of it. You're not being a dick; this is what I've been wanting to tell you. | have journals 
that I've kept for years. You know, since | was a kid. Well, she found a few of the more recent ones. You've all 
seen me write in them. And she read them, Kirk. | didn't know she'd done that until we were talking with the 
therapist. | wrote something that set her off, making her humiliate me in therapy.” He took a deep breath 


because he knew what Kirk was going to say next. 


"Was it about me? What you wrote. Unless you don't want to tell me." Kirk already knew how hard this was 


for him. 


"Yea, it's about you. | don't remember the exact passage she read, out loud. But yea. Every thought, every 
emotion, every feeling I've had for and about you. Those are in these journals. She read every fucking last one. 


Talk about betrayal.” His voice shook as he tried to calm down 


"Why do | have a feeling it's juicy reading? Maybe it was like a trashy romance novel, | can only imagine some 


of the dirty thoughts you had" Kirk was beyond flattered that Lars had been chronicling their sordid history. 


"Oh, its quite juicy. Want to read them sometime?" Lars couldn't think of a better way to explain his side of 


things regarding their rollercoaster of a relationship. 
"Can | think about that? | don't want to invade anymore of your privacy." He was not expecting that. 


"Fair enough. But remember we have to tear ourselves open so we can evolve. You know, according to Phil." 


Lars could be sneaky sometimes. 


‘Ok, but for now, do you want to read me something? If you're up to it” Kirk was thoroughly curious but 
wouldn't pry. 


"Sure, but it's going to be something a little more sexual. | don't think I'm in the head space for emotional right 
now." Lars ran upstairs to skim through the one he had in mind. 


"Oh, its like that, cool" Kirk felt shy suddenly. "I'm all comfy over here." He had long since put down his guitar, 


enjoying a cocktail instead. 


"Alright. Here goes. This is about the ‘Until It Sleeps’ video." Lars lay back against the pillows as he opened the 


journal. 


‘Last day of shooting This one was grueling, but worth it. The video is cool Its dark, brooding, and dirty. And sexy. 
Tho, the subject isnt sexy. At all. We just finished showering. Kirk and | decided fo have fun with some of the extra 
paint and threw it at each other affer doing a couple of lines. Now he's hugging me as we slide together, topless 
with the body paint, covering us. 


Í wish | could rp his pants off and ravage him. | would cover the rest of his body with that red paint. Then drag 
him to the shower just so | could wash it off. Slowly. Uncover his silky skin Lick over the arch on his stomach 
Squeeze the fuck out of those flames while | suck his pretty cock. | want to see it fully hard and swollen. Dripping 


precum on my tongue. | bet its a nice juicy cock. | know he's a grower, like me, seen him semi hard. 


But instead, we're being complete idiots. He's kissing my neck, Im gnpping his ass. | cant get enough of that spike 
scraping my skin. Kirk could do it until | die, Id never get sick of if. He giggles lke a hyena cuz he's so high And very 
hard. Humping my leg like a dog in heat. Then James comes in the room. Tells us we've got to go shower, or weil 
be late for some appearance. 


| showered and jerked off, wanting him by my side. Wanting him to be touching me, whispering dirty words in my 
ear. Wanting him in the shower, his back to my chest. | run my hands all over him, spreading the soap. My dick 
pressed to his ass, sliding in between those round, perky cheeks. Im rocking slowly back and forth, biting his ear. | 
grope his hardness and he's coming apart, leaning on me. It pushes my cock further, intimately against his hole. | can 
feel him pulsing with every stroke and thrust. He cums first moaning with his head back in my neck. Kirk leans 
forward and Im squeezing his ass, tighter around my dick Im cumming so hard all over his ass, moaning his name. 


Every time | hear that song, lil always remember that day and how fucking hot he is in that video. 


Yea, now he's getting dressed We're in the dressing room and I try not to stare too hard My back is turned when 
| feel him behind me. He's pressing his chest to my back; | turn to him. Before we say anything, we're kissing, 
tongues tangled up. I sit, pulling him down on my lap. Hs hands on my body send me into a frenzy. Kirk's grinding on 
me, getting me hard Im pulling his hair, licking behind his ear. Then we heard voices out in the hall, and | quickly 
pushed him off me. If only we didnt have to be somewhere. A couple of minutes later, James and Jason came 


through the door." Lars could hear Kirk breathing heavily. 


‘I'd be lying if | told you that didn't make me horny. Shit Lars." Kirk cleared his throat. "That was hot. | mean 
the shower fantasy you had. The red paint and the making out with you afterwards, | remember. That was 
hot, too." 


"Well, that one was a little tamer. There're more explicit ones that l'm not sure | can repeat out loud to you, 
yet. | elaborate more at times. But, if you decide to read them, the offer stands.” Lars gulped the rest of his 


beer, trying to calm his urges. 

"More explicit? There aren't cum stains on these pages are there?" He laughed. 

"Downright filthy. No, no cum stains. But | remember that whole week it took us to shoot the video. | wrote 
more during that time. About us. Do you remember that week at all? The drugs, the alcohol. The endless 
flirting and making out we did? All described with great detail." He had fond memories of that time. 


| remember some of it, yea. That day, for sure. Look, | wish we could go back and change history. | would've 


done things differently. Is it detrimental to our future for me to read them?" Kirk thought it might be. 


"Yea, | recommend it. I's not that | don't want to tell you, it's just a lot. This will help you understand my part 
in all of it. So think about it, no pressure." Lars had an idea, putting the journals in his suitcase. 


"DA-DAl!" Myles ran into his bedroom. 
"You're supposed to be sleeping! Can | call you back? He made his escape." Lars laughed, picking him up. 
"Sure, just text first if it gets super late. Talk later." Kirk hung up and finished his drink. He picked up his 


guitar, hopefully suppressing his hormonal needs. Every last word Lars said was sinking in. He was excited to 
read them but scared all the same. Especially the emotional details. 


32. Coming clean 
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"Three-hour drive. What the fuck?" Lars annoyingly got back in the car. 


"Are you going to keep whining?" Kirk asked through the open window as he finished pumping the gas. "Drink 


another Diet Coke with lemon and calm down" 
"| guess." He sighed. 


"Wait, | thought we were switching. Aren't you driving now?" Kirk opened the passenger door wanting to read 
an article he had started that morning. 


"You remembered. Damn, | guess." Lars got out. "Now | have to adjust the seat, give me a minute." 

"Drama queen, I'm only a few inches taller, its not that hard. I'm going to pee while you do that" Kirk walked 
towards the gas station They decided to take Kirk's SUV to drive together and be comfy. Lars's was in the 
shop, and he didn't want to take one of his smaller cars. 

Five minutes later, Kirk came back and tossed something at Lars. 


"What is this?" He picked up the small bag that fell in his lap. 


"Something to keep you happy.” Kirk put on his seat belt since Lars's driving sometimes put fear into him. "Put 


on yours, too." 


‘Im fine. You don't always drive with it" He opened the bag, taking out the chocolates Kirk bought him. He got 


him these caramels that he loved. 
“That's because | don't veer sideways into traffic trying to move over a lane." 


"Thanks." Lars said quietly when he opened the chocolates and offered Kirk one. Kirk leaned over to kiss him. 
Lars didn't feel as jumpy now. 


"Is that better? | know you're nervous, me too." Kirk sat back now, putting on his sunglasses. 


"Sorry, | just get crazy sometimes. How about some music?" He scanned through Kirk's channel settings. "Not 


nervous." 

Kirk covered his hand then nudged it so he could mess with the radio. "Yea you are. Now can you please drive. 
| don't want to spend all day at the fucking gas station" They had driven halfway so far. Lars started the 
engine and pulled out of the parking lot. 

"Why are you in a bad mood?" Lars noticed he was tight lipped. 

lm not. Just nervous, | told you." Kirk sighed. 

"Is it me?" 

"No, and I'm in a fine fucking mood. | don't want to talk right now." Kirk's voice was stern. 

"So, tell me when you want to." Lars pulled back onto the highway. The first half of the ride was lighthearted. 
They sang off key to random songs and joked around. They talked about movies and books and various other 
interests. They enjoyed a nice lunch together before the vibe now became distant after Lars started whining 


again about driving. 


Kirk reached back and grabbed the magazine he'd been reading that morning. "I just need a few minutes." He 


said, feeling Lars's eyes on him. 


"Alright then" Lars focused on the traffic until it came to a standstill after ten minutes. There was an 


accident up ahead and they weren't near an exit. "Get comfortable." He grumbled. 


"Huh, what?" Kirk had been so engrossed in what he was reading and looked up. "Well, this is great." He poked 
his head out the window but couldn't see anything. 


"Yup. So, are you going to talk now?" He was going to make another stupid comment about driving but didn't 


want Kirk to kill him. 


"l'm sorry | snapped at you. Lani just put me in a bad mood with a message she sent. She knows what buttons 
to push. | just needed to zone out for a bit before me and you fought over something dumb." Kirk undid his 


seatbelt and leaned over, squeezing Lars's leg. 


"Its ok. | don't want to fight over nothing, either." He scooted closer to Kirk "Come here." Lars held the side of 


his face, pulling him in for a kiss. 
It was that and the stress of this week. Then you got a little bratty, | got annoyed." 


"So, what is our game plan? With James, I'm going to keep my cool. As best as | can" He held Kirk's hand as 


they'd barely moved an inch. 


"Well, | want to confront him. But not right away. At least not in an accusatory way. I'm going to check the 


traffic report." Kirk scanned the channels. 

"You want to wait for him to bring it up? We might be waiting until hell freezes over, you do know that." 

‘lm pretty sure he needs to make amends and come clean to who he asks for forgiveness. | don't think 
attacking him is the right course of action The other night | could barely sleep with all the stuff Phil had said. 
| kept playing it over in my mind. | know you're hurt and angry, but you need to think about the bigger 
picture.” Kirk turned up the volume only to hear that they should be moving in about twenty minutes. 

"No, that's true about coming clean. I'll give him a day and if he doesn't fess up, then I'm asking.” Lars then 
looked at him remembering something. "The letter, give it to him. That way no one is put on the spot to say 


something. It can happen naturally. Unless he brings it up first, of course." 


"That might actually work since | wasn't sure how to work that in there. Oh, we're moving a little bit" Kirk 
took a drink of his soda. 


"Aaaannndddd we're stopping again. You don't plan on playing guitar around him, right? Since you brought it with 
you." Lars didn't think that would be wise. 


"No, that's for me. You know that. Yoga, you and playing. That's going to make this week easier." Kirk yawned 
and stretched, feeling sleepy. 


"Just checking." Soon after the traffic let up and they were on the move again. They made it the rest of the 


way without any more hiccups. 
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"Wow, this place is way bigger than | imagined" Kirk looked all around as Lars tried to find the visitor parking. 
"Yea, it is. Maybe we should go to the reception first?" 


"We don't have that much stuff. Come on" Kirk got out and went to open his trunk. He took out their 


suitcases, stood them up and grabbed his guitar case and carry-on 

"Let's do this." He gave Kirk his keys and took his suitcase and carry-on. Once inside, they got all the 
information they needed and were shown their room. It was way nicer than they thought it would be. It was a 
converted hotel and bigger than what they thought. 


"This isn't so bad" Kirk looked around and proceeded to lay on one of the beds. 


"No, it's not. Also, we have our own bathroom. That's a plus." Lars lay next to him. 


"It is a plus. Let's take a nap. You heard the director. James is in an activity for another half hour. They'll 
come find us then. | didn't sleep much. Too anxious." Kirk sat up to take off his sneakers and track suit jacket. 


"That's a great idea." Lars set the alarm next to the bed and took off his shoes. Then he snuggled up to Kirk 


and kissed him. "This is nice." Lars rested his hand on his chest. 


"It is." Kirk kissed his forehead before drifting off to sleep. When the alarm went off, they got up and got 


ready, nervously waiting to see James. 


"That helped, | feel energized. But now | feel like | could puke." Lars unpacked a little while Kirk brushed his 
teeth. 


"Yea, me too. Could puke." He came out of the bathroom. "It's going to be fine." Kirk opened his suitcase and 


took out the letter. There was a knock at the door. 


"Don't move or anything." Kirk walked past Lars who made no effort to get up. He opened the door, face to 


face with James. He was frozen, just staring up at him. 

"Hi Kirk, are you ok?" James put his hand on his shoulder, shaking him playfully. 

"Oh, hi. Sorry. Come in, sit." He moved out of his way. He looked him over. James was wearing a Motorhead t- 
shirt, jeans and flip-flops. He looked like he'd been working out and was well groomed. But he had bags under his 
eyes. Kirk wondered if he'd been as anxious as him and couldn't sleep. 

"Thanks." James pulled him closer for an awkward hug. "Hi Lars." He stood in front of him. 


"Hi James." He looked up at him, jaw clenched 


‘lm glad you guys are here, you look good. Oh, this is Nick he's here to observe." James sat next to Kirk on 


the bed. 


"Nice to meet you both. I've heard a lot about you. I'm also a fan. Normally we don't do these visits in private 


rooms, but we know you guys are high profile." He shook their hands. 


"Are you babysitting us?" Lars wanted this guy to leave. He didn't feel comfortable talking about sensitive 


issues with a stranger. 
‘Lars, can you be cool?" Kirk shot him a look of death, but he felt the same way. 


"Fine, sorry. James what are you up to today?" Lars was trying. He crossed his arms. 


"Look, anything you all talk about is confidential. If it puts everyone at ease." Nick was trying to ease the 
tension between them. "Or if you'd rather, | can give you guys the tour of the grounds. We can go over the 
itinerary.” 


"He's trustworthy, | promise. But | am happy you're here. Grateful, too.” James said shyly. 


"We're happy you reached out, right Lars? I'm curious to learn about the program here." Kirk patted his arm. 


He, unlike Lars, knew how to have patience in certain situations. 
"Over the moon. Yea we could use the tour, why the fuck not?" Lars smirked at James. 


"No that can wait. Nick, if you don't mind, | want to talk to them alone. Can you wait outside?" James wanted to 
choke Lars. 


"Are you sure? You told me you feared this moment. I'll stay out of whatever is going on with the three of 
you. Just a fly on the wall. For James." Nick was unsure, knowing about the fragility of their relationship. 


"You feared this moment? Me too." Kirk admitted. 


"Yea, and | got tripped up when | saw you, now | feel out of sorts. | owe you both a huge apology. That's where 
| should've started. I've done so much fucked up shit. | let you both down, and Jason. Most importantly | let my 
family down. | pushed everyone away and | let Jason leave. Drinking and closing myself off was the wrong thing 
to do. Trying to control the three of you was the wrong thing to do. | don't expect you to forgive me 
overnight. But | hope this week can be a new start for us." James inhaled deeply, it took a lot for him to share 
that. 


"Thanks James, that means a lot. Ultimately forgiveness is what | want from all of us, too." Kirk looked from 


him to Lars who was biting the inside of his cheek. 

"Is that how you really feel, Kirk?" Lars was going to try and push James; he could sense it. 
"What the hell? That's why we're here, don't be a dick, Lars." He couldn't believe Lars's attitude. 
"So, how are you a changed man? | want to know, don't you Kirk?" Lars was getting snarky. 


Lars, | know you seem to have some resentment towards James. Was it because he left and didn't tell you 


right away?" Nick had been observing the dynamic between the three of them. 
"Don't assume things, you don't know me." Lars was getting defensive now. 


‘lm just trying to help. I'm not assuming anything. It's just the vibe | get from you." Nick felt like this was 


headed nowhere. 


"He just gets bratty and defensive when people call him out on his shit." James wouldn't let him get into one of 
his fits. 


"I thought we trying to get past this fighting. The last time we were Together, we were fighting. | didn't drive 
three fucking hours to have another pointless argument. This is bullshit" Kirk wanted to run off, but soon 
realized he didn't know where to go. "Why can't you both get your heads out of your asses for the sake of 
your friendship?" The three of them looked at Kirk shocked, not expecting that outburst. 


"You're right. l'm sorry Lars." James went over to him, crouching in front of him. "Do you want to punch me? 
Will that make you feel better? Go ahead, my face, chest, stomach. Take your pick" He poked Lars in the 
middle of his chest. 

"You're an ass, you know that?" Lars laughed nervously. 

‘I'm the ass, really? Do you guys hear this?" James shook his head. "| knew you wouldn't do it" 


"Jesus, you're both being asses, can we move on now?" Kirk was losing his patience with them. 


"Maybe we need to regroup and leave this room. I'll show you both around." Nick didn't know what to make of 


the situation, 

"Can | just talk to Lars for a minute, alone?" Kirk was going to put his foot down. 

"Yea, we'll wait for you in the hall" James saw the disappointment in his eyes, and they left the room. 
"Did you hit your head? What the hell was that little performance about?" Kirk was fuming. 

It wasn't that bad" Lars shrugged it off. 


"Yea, it was. I'm only going to say this once. If you both keep this shit up, I'm not getting in the middle. I'm 
tired of it, Lars. Its not fair to me. I'll let you guys kill each other once and for all. | will leave you here and go 
home if you can't find a way to get over yourself. How do you expect him to come clean if you can't accept 


the effort he's making?" Kirk's eyes were watering. 


Lars went over to him, seeing the pain in his eyes. "| was an asshole, | know that. I'm sorry to put you through 
this. Please don't leave me here. But don't expect me to kiss his feet. I'll try to behave, | promise. For 


everyone's sake." He hugged Kirk and kissed his cheek softly. 
"Let's go learn about this place and spend time with James." They joined the two of them a minute later. 
"Ready?" Nick smiled at them. "We're going back downstairs to the lobby." They got in the elevator. Nick 


showed them all around the grounds. They saw the courtyards, fitness room, cafeteria. Kirk talked with the 
staff there to ensure they knew about his vegetarian diet. 


Nick went over the different activities James was involved in. They learned of the different meetings and 
groups that were a requirement. They met with his therapist who was very interested in talking with all three 
of them. Dinner would be in an hour. After that patients could retreat to one of the rec rooms followed by a 
nightly meeting. 


"Well, that was very informative." Lars was reading through all the information 


If you have questions, just ask. I'm here to help." Nick was genuinely a nice guy who was invested in James's 
recovery. They felt a little more at ease with him. 


"Cool. Sorry | was a dick earlier." Lars said to him and James. "I'm working on that.” 
"Yea, | was a dick, too. Sorry. Didn't mean to drag you into it, Kirk" He put his arm around his shoulders. 
"Thanks, just try to be more aware of that, or I'll kill you both." He said with a laugh. 


"Nick, can | talk to them alone for a bit?" James needed to say a few things. "Well just go right out there, you 


can leave us for a bit" 

"ll be right here if you need me." Nick sat in one of the chairs next to the window and wrote some notes. 
"We'll play nice." Lars joked as they went out the door. They sat in the shade at one of the picnic tables. 
"So, what's up?" Kirk didn't want to play the staring game since no one else said anything. 

"How have you guys been? | know this hasn't been easy for you, either." James tested the waters. 
"Dealing with it the best we know how." Lars looked away. 

"How's Phil and your sessions, are they helping you?" He looked at Kirk. 

"Yea, they're tough sometimes, but Lars is less of a prick now" He tapped his shin under the table. 

‘Is that what you have to ask us, James?" Lars needed to move this along. 


"This is hard for me. | haven't even scratched the surface with you guys." He got quiet, keeping his composure. 


"I have a lot to tell you, things that could make you hate me." 


"We won't hate you." Lars raised his brows when Kirk said that. "| won't, anyway. What is it? Start at the 


beginning, or whatever you need to talk about." Kirk put his hand on his arm, giving him reassurance. 


"Well, what I'm about to say will change how you both see me. | guess I've got to be prepared for that.” James 


just stared at an ant crawling around on the table. 

"Does it have to do with the band?" Kirk would play dumb for so long if this was headed where he thought. 
"Yea, it sure does." 

"Does it have to do with Jason?" Lars followed suit. 


James nodded yes and cleared his throat. "I'm sorry for what I'm about to tell you. Jason and Í.. we, umm. 


Damn this is harder than | thought" James's eyes welled up. 
"Is ok. Whenever you're ready." Kirk squeezed his arm and winked at Lars. 


"Its like ripping off a band-aid, right?" He said out loud. "We were together. Jason and | were together.” James 
hid his face behind his hands, then was surprised by how quiet they both were. He peeked at them in between 


his fingers. 
"We talked to Jason He called me a couple of weeks ago." Kirk said calmly. 


"Were you going to bring it up?" He was kind of relieved they already knew. Hopefully the backlash won't be as 
bad. 


"Yea, we were giving you a day. If you didn't say anything, we were gonna Kirk was focused on Lars's 
demeanor. He looked like a ticking time bomb, his jaw clenched, and hands balled into fists. "We have a ton of 


questions. Doesn't have to be now." 
"I figured. No, you can ask me stuff. Don't be scared" James was ready for their onslaught. 


"My question is how can you be the biggest fucking hypocrite in the world? How could you let this destroy 


us?" Lars was in his face now. Kirk sighed, getting up and holding his shoulders. 


‘Lars, come on. You said you weren't going to point the finger at him. Can we please just be civilized and not 
call each other names? This isn't going to help." Kirk was trying to hold on, but Lars made it difficult with his 


hostility. James looked like he wanted to crawl under a rock. 


"IFs fine, I'm actually shocked he hasn't tried to strangle me yet." James laughed. "Yea, | guess | was a 
hypocrite? Is that what you want me to say? Does it make you feel better, calling me that?" James could 
have just as much of an attitude. "How come you're so calm? Should | worry about you while I'm sleeping?" He 


turned to Kirk who now sat in between them. 


lm trying to keep it together. Lars is just spewing his anger and resentment everywhere. But he's right. Not 
in the way he conveys it, but his thoughts and feelings are valid. | agree with him. Kirk slumped down then. 


‘lm sorry we screwed everything up. | need some time before dinner." James's voice was thick with emotion, 
and he wasn't ready to continue at that moment. "I need time before we visit this again" He got up and went 
inside. 


Now Kirk was the one who felt like he'd been gut punched. "That was rough. Lars, are you alright?" He waved 
his hand in front of his face. 


"Great, l'm going for a walk. Want to join me?" He got up from the table. 


"No, | told Lani I'd call her when we got here. I'll see you at dinner?" Kirk gave him a weak smile before leaving 
him out there. 


33. Tear Me Open 
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Dinner was eerily quiet with no one talking about what happened earlier. Kirk had been asking a ton of questions 
about his meetings and some other stuff. Nick would fill silences by talking to Kirk and Lars about topics that 
weren't related to earlier or Metallica's future. Otherwise, James asked them to go to the nightly meeting with 


him to which they agreed. 


"Do you guys want to blow off some steam? Play some games or something?" Nick asked when they were 


done eating. 
"ve got a better idea Come on" James got up and headed towards the fitness room. 
"You want to work out?" Lars was confused, this was weird 


"No, we're doing something else. Put these on" James handed him boxing gloves and walked over to the 


punching bag. Lars smiled, instantly liking this idea. 
"Ok" He got a couple of hits in before building up momentum. 


"Now pretend it's me. Say everything you need to, Lars. Don't worry about how it sounds. Kirk, let him get 
everything out. And you'll get your shot." 


"Are you sure this is a good idea?" Nick was concerned. 


"Yea, they need this. | need this. | need to know what they're thinking, and this is better than what's happened 
today." James pulled up a chair. "Nick, you should probably take notes." 


"Here goes. You're a lying asshole. | can't trust you. You fucking betrayed us." He started hitting the bag hard 


and violently. 
"Come on Lars, that's it? | know you have more to say." James encouraged him. 


"You're my best friend and you couldn't come to me? | care about you. | fucking love you like a brother and 
that's what you do?" Lars stopped for a minute to catch his breath. "Was it worth it? Huh, the lying and 
cheating. You and Jason probably ended the band, and you can sit there and tell me you're ok. with it?" Lars 


was crying now, finally releasing his anger. He walked over to James. 


"You talked shit about me and Kirk, putting us down. Even sabotaging us. Telling us WE would ruin the bands’ 
image. Why? Meanwhile, you're going behind our backs falling for and screwing Jason" Lars's hurt came pouring 


out. 


"You can tell me you guys were serious? You both had relationships and got married while you paraded around 
in front of the cameras. Its not my fault you couldn't take a joke. Look, | never planned on getting it on with 


Jason. You two always planned your shenanigans." James was justifying his actions. 


"We were serious. It wasn't always planned. A lot happened behind the cameras James; you just ignored it. It 
wasn't a joke to us. And it kills me that you could never realize that." Lars sat on the floor and took the gloves 


off. 


"I didn't know and l'm sorry. I'm sorry for betraying you guys and hurting you. | should've payed more 
attention. | was jealous, and that's how | dealt with it. That's a good start Lars, we're going to talk more about 
it. | promise." James sighed, then looked at Kirk. "Do you want to give it a try, Kirk?" He handed him the gloves. 


"Why not?" He put them on. "You're a fucking piece of shit. God damn lying, hypocritical, close minded, selfish 
piece of shitlll" Kirk was yelling as he hit the bag a few times. He didn't need encouragement because he'd kept 
it bottled up. "I'm happy you got caught, it's what you deserve. l'm tired of your shit overall. I'm tired of being 
an afterthought at times and just not good enough for you. I'm tired of being your guy's figurative punching 
bag over the years. I'm fucking tired of being important only when it's convenient for you. I'm furious that 
you'd pin me and Lars against each other. I'm pissed that Jason's gone. I'm pissed because | know some of it is 
our fault, too." Kirk dropped to his knees on the mat after working up a sweat and threw the gloves off. 


‘I'm truly sorry Kirk. You are important to me. | took you for granted. | took everything for granted and | 
shouldn't have. | never wanted to make you feel like you didn't matter. That's something I've been working on 
Same for you Lars, | fucked up and never realized what | had with you guys. | wouldn't blame you guys if you 
turned your back on me." James let everything they said sink in 


"We wouldn't be here if we were going to turn our backs on you." Lars was feeling a little better, this seemed 


like a start for them. When his butt felt numb, he stood up. 


‘lm sorry Lars." James went to him. "Can | hug you?" Lars put his arm out. "I do love you. You do know that, 


right?" 


‘| love you, too. Fucker." Lars clung on to him for dear life. They hugged for a couple of minutes before James 
let him go. 


"Kirk, again, I'm sorry. We're going to talk more starting now" He hugged him just as tightly. "I love you, too. 
I'm sorry if you never thought that.” 


"You've said it, mostly drunk, tho. So, it means a lot to hear it now. | love you, bro" Kirk patted his back while 
they shared a long hug, also. 


"| don't want to stop this turning point, but the meeting starts in five minutes." Nick told them. 


‘Its cool. You guys ready?" James asked and they left the room. The meeting was another emotional ride as 


they sat and listened to everyone else's stories. 


When James spoke, he talked about them and apologized to them in front of the group. That was a huge 
accomplishment. They introduced themselves and talked for a couple of minutes. 


"What did you think?" James felt good after the meeting. 


"Besides some of these heart wrenching stories, I'm glad this is helping you." Kirk said. They walked out of the 


conference room. 


"Do you want to see my room? So you'll know where it is? If you want to hang out for a few." James asked in 


a hopeful tone. 
"Why not?" Lars said. "So, what's first for tomorrow?" 


"Well, | have my morning prayer. Which you don't need to be there for. Breakfast is at 4. So, we meet for 
breakfast?" 


"q am, sounds good" Kirk wanted to sleep a little, but he wanted to eat, too. They hung out for a bit in 
James's room until it was lights out for the patients. 


Kirk and Lars walked back to their room. "I'm happy you got a lot of your anger out” Lars said, noticing he 


wasn't as wound up. 


"I told you | would. You did, too. | guess we both needed that. I'm going to be visiting that punching bag again" 
Kirk said with a laugh. "Hey, sorry for trying to contain you. | was only trying to keep you both from doing 
something you can't reverse. It's like we picked up where we left off the day at The Presidio when James 
walked out. The vibe and energy weren't good when we first saw him today. | wanted to protect you from each 


other." They were in the elevator now. Lars kissed him tenderly. 


"IFs alright. | know you mean well. You can't protect everyone. It's one of the most endearing qualities | love 


about you." He took his hand as they walked down the hall to their room. 


"The fighting sometimes brings me back to my childhood and what my parents went through. | hit a wall with 
it, sometimes | just see red. | have to find a way to stop it somehow. It's about finding control in a chaotic 
situation. I'd like to find different ways instead of being in the middle. Especially with you guys." Kirk sat next to 
Lars on the bed who had taken off his sneakers and just listened. 


‘Its not healthy, you're right. Sorry to drag you into it pretty much all of the time." He nudged his elbow. "I do 


want to ask him about the jealousy. | know its about us, but in what way?" 
"Can | ask you something?" Kirk took off his jacket. 

"Go ahead" Lars turned to him. 

"Why do you think we didn't fight for each other, like we should've?" 


"Denial. | can only answer for myself. | denied it for the longest time. Being attracted to you. | took it for 
granted, at times. What | knew | could get out of you. The attention | could never fully chase, couldn't see it 
through. There're other factors for me, too. But I'm wondering about you. Why didn't you fight?" Lars wasn't 


going to pull out the journals, unless he thought it was necessary. 


"Denial, for sure. The drugs and drinking also fucked with me. It gave me a false sense of security with so 
many things. Like possibly being with you. | always felt as if we couldn't get past a certain point. Something held 
you back at times and | could never crack it. Is that why you put up a wall? When it became too overwhelming 
for you? You pushed me away more often than | did you. While denial fueled it for me, that was mostly in the 
beginning. When | was figuring stuff out and worried about our friendship. | didn't want to lose you if things got 
ugly. | didn't want to compromise the band, either." Kirk looked at him with sad doe eyes. 


| know | put up a wall, to protect myself. | didn't always understand our chemistry. You were the first guy | 
was attracted to. Very confusing when you're a straight dude. It was my struggle with working through what 
it meant. The first time we kissed confused me even more. Now there's this physical line we've crossed. Once 
we discovered we wanted to do more of it, things got tricky for me. Its figuring out my sexuality. Yea, I've 
kissed other guys since you and got handsy with them. But that's where it ended. | sought them out to 
compare it to the pull you have on me. | used them basically, to see if they gave me the same rush you give 
me. The same sexual high if you really want to know." Lars layed on his side, staring up at Kirk with an inviting 


gaze. 
"And did it happen for you? How did they compare?" Kirk layed down facing him now. 


"Not even close to what you do to me." Lars pulled him close, fiercely kissing him. "I'm sorry | pushed you 
away. For the record, you'll never lose my friendship. I'm not hiding from you anymore." Kirk now covered him, 
rolling him onto his back. 


"Good, I'd kick your ass if you did. I'm not hiding from you, either. Why don't we finish this conversation later? 
l'm mentally done for today and | just want to get in bed with you, a little kissing, a little touching..." Kirk's 
mouth was on his as he started to undo Lars's belt. 


"| couldn't agree more." He pulled Kirk's shirt up his torso and threw it across the room. They undressed each 
other and got into bed. Eventually they fell asleep after a slow, exploratory make out session Only to start up 


again a few hours later. 
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Kirk was so groggy at breakfast, but it had been so worth it. To be in bed with Lars, no real interruptions, no 
hiding. No kids. They could just be alone. Except for having to get up early. The pressure was still there, but he 
was standing firm on waiting. He wanted to give Lars the experience he deserved. The plans he was making 
would surely fulfill that want. Besides, they weren't lacking in giving each other satisfaction. 

"Kirk, did you hear me?" James shoved his arm for the second time. 


"No, what is it?" He rubbed his eyes. He focused on finishing his oatmeal then and guzzled his coffee. 


"| was asking you how you slept because you've been a zombie for the last ten minutes." James was annoyed 


having to repeat it a second time. 
"Not good, kept getting woken up." Kirk smirked, shooting a look at Lars. 


"Well, we have group therapy in a few, so pound some more coffee, or something." James then watched Lars 


with a similar demeanor. "How about you? What's your deal." 


"Huh, just reading a really good book, couldn't put it down" Lars raised his sleeve to scratch his shoulder, and 


James zoned in on the purple hickey. 
"Nice bruise you have there. Looks fresh." James watched as he quickly covered it. 


‘lm going to grab more coffee, need anything, guys?" Kirk jumped up before they could respond, suddenly full 
of energy. 


‘Oh, ummm.happened yesterday morning. | ran into the doorway when | was feeding Layne half asleep." He gave 


a nervous laugh. 


"Sure, you don't have to tell me how you really got it. | was just saying it looks painful. That's all" James 


watched Kirk when he sat with his fresh cup of coffee, less flustered. But he acted a little jumpy. 
"That's how | got it, James. So, this group therapy, is it any good?" Lars took the heat off them. 


"Well, she's helped me get through a few things. Uncovered how some of my repressed childhood traumas 
have shaped me. So, yea, | think it's been helpful. Or | wouldn't have been able to do the punching bag with you 
guys. I'm learning about the anger I've buried inside for so long." James finished his banana and checked his 
watch. 


“That's promising, I'm glad to hear it, James. So, where's Nick this morning?" Kirk just realized no one was 


lurking around them. 


"You'll see him later. He has one other case that's he's hands-on with as well. I'm going to the bathroom while 


you guys finish up." James left them. 


"Careful next time Kirk. With your mouth." Lars whispered. "At least you can show your arms without having 


to worry.” 


‘Sorry, | got carried away. You didn't complain at the time. If | remember correctly, it got you off. And | quote 
‘you bite me so good’. Pretty intense, too. From the way you were moaning and practically drooling. | was 
surprised when we had a round two after that" Kirk bit his lip and batted his eyes. "You're not innocent, 
either. Do you want to see all the marks you left on me?" Lars was getting flushed when James went to 


collect them. 
"Guys ready? Lars, do you need some water? Is he ok?" James was concerned with his blotchy complexion 


‘lm fine. Leg's asleep. It tingles." He adjusted himself in his pants discreetly giving Kirk the dirtiest look. Kirk just 


smiled back mischievously. 
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They felt comfortable with Sabrina, she had a welcoming quality to her. The session began with her asking 
questions to learn about Lars's and Kirk's persoralities. Then the conversation shifted to the issues they had 
with each other throughout their career. It was like opening a can of worms. They'd had a few arguments 
which Sabrina diffused effectively. She focused on key points James had discussed in recent sessions using 
that as a starting point. 


Then Lars brought up jealousy. "Why were you jealous of me and Kirk?" 
"What?" James wasn't expecting that or quite sure how to answer. 
"Why were you jealous of us?" Lars repeated, eyebrows raised. 


"At first it was your partying together. | knew you liked snorting coke together. | appreciate you not always 
doing it in front of me. But then it was frequent. You demanded to share rooms when we were on the road. 


Not even giving me or Jason a say in it” James stopped when Kirk gestured to say something. 


"In our defense, we would be up all night sometimes. | didn't think it was fair if | were sharing a room with you 
or Jason to keep you up if the two of us were partying. It wasn't to exclude anyone. Sorry if it made you feel 
insecure." Kirk sat back in his chair. "It wasn't deliberate like you'd exclude me and Jason from certain 
recording and creative duties. You and Lars were always fighting for this control. It was easier for us to step 
back at times, same with Cliff. Especially if we were facing a deadline." 


"| guess we have to work on being more open to suggestions. Sorry, Kirk. We'll go back to that" Lars realized 
how isolating that sounded for the first time. "What else made you jealous of us?" 


"| don't know..umm, when you acted like a couple." James avoided eye contact. 
"Why did that bother you James?" Sabrina could tell they'd struck a nerve. 


"Because they were carefree about it. At times, it was like they were in their own bubble. Not caring about 


anyone or anything." It was the first time he'd admitted it to anyone. 
"Was it because you and Jason had to hide?" She wondered. 
"Yea, it was." He felt the sadness wash over him. "| wanted what you two had, tho | didn’t always get it.” 


“There's a lot that we kept hidden, James. You just saw what we were willing to share with the public." Kirk 
said carefully. He didn't want James to find out about them like this. He wanted them to talk privately. 


"Do you miss Jason?" Lars had to know. 
"Well, yea, He was my friend and a fantastic musician" James felt like he was under a microscope. 


"Do you miss him intimately? Its natural if you do." Sabrina knew this was awkward, but he needed to face it. 


Feelings can't always be suppressed. Your affair lasted a couple of years, correct?" 

"Just about, yea. | guess | miss him on a deeper level. | need to learn how to move on" James said quietly. 

"He recorded with another band, did that strain your personal relationship with him?" She read over her notes. 
"Of course, it did. It was jealousy and my need to control everything. | need to let go in life a little. | have to 
work on shifting the need to control. Working on cars is something healthy that won't hurt others. Focusing on 
time with my family | can channel those needs in a positive way." James wasn't denying his destructive 
behavior, which was a huge step for him. He was starting to take responsibility. 

"Wow, James, I'm impressed with today's progress. We will continue this the day after tomorrow. If the two of 
you can think of anything to continue this discussion, write it down. You've helped him today and your 
relationships, even if you don't see it yet." Sabrina turned off the timer when it rang. 

"Yea, whatever he needs." Kirk smiled. "See you then" 


"James, now that its just us, you can say it" Lars grabbed his arm, pulling him aside. 


"Say what?" 


"Do you still love Jason?" Lars whispered. 
| care about him." He looked away. 


"You can't have a relationship last a couple of years and not be in love." Lars searched his stone-faced 


expression for answers. 


"And how do you feel about Kirk? If you tell me you love him as a person, I'll choke you. It's more than that, 
and you know it" James got him to back off. 


"Yea | love him as a person. Just like | love you as a person It's not so crazy." Lars shrugged like it wasn't a 


big deal. 
"Love who as a person?" Kirk walked up to them. He'd gone to the cafeteria to get a bottle of water. 


"You, Kirk. | was just asking him if he loved Jason. It's cool, tell us when you're ready." Lars tapped James's 


arm. 


"Stop it Lars." He rolled his eyes. "One of the meetings l'm part of deals with abuse and past traumas. Can you 
guys handle that? Its in I5 minutes." 


"Yea, ok" Kirk answered cautiously. 

If you can't, no one is forcing you. But you won't be alone." Lars could see he was nervous. 
"lll check it out for a bit. If it's too much, I'm out" He took a deep breath. 

"You got it, no judgement." James put a comforting hand on his back. 
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They sat in the group, listening to people share some very dark experiences. Then one girl in particular really 


got to Kirk. She had been sexually abused by a family member. 


Liz was her name, and he was shocked at how much he related to her. She had been describing in great detail 
what sent her over the edge. Apparently, her stepfather was a junkie who took it out on her if he didn't get 
his fix. If she fought him, he'd hit her. He even drugged her at times. She became an alcoholic by the time 
she'd turned 18. The whole situation was terrible. 


What really got to Kirk was how she thought it was her fault. Something switched in his brain and all he 
pictured was the huge guy standing over him, holding his arms down and the hazy feeling in his head. 


Kirk felt hot all over, and like the room was getting smaller. He started taking shallow breaths and everyone's 
voices sounded muffled. Lars had gone to the bathroom and James sat in the front because he was going to 
share after whoever was up there. This couldn't happen at the worst time. 

He couldn't do it, suddenly shaking, he jumped to his feet. Kirk ran out of the room. When that still didn't help, 
he ran outside. Not caring if it was raining, he needed air. James saw him run frantically from the room and 
just went after him. 

"Where are you going?" Lars saw him in the hallway. 

"It's Kirk, panic attack. Let's check outside." James ran to the door, looking out, he saw him under a tree in the 
distance. They ran through the rain quickly and sat with him. Kirk clutched his knees to his chest, head resting 
on them. 


"Breathe, it's ok. We're here." Lars rubbed his back and James sat in front of him. He was still shaking. 


"What happened, do you want to tell us?" James held his hand, seeing if he'd loosen his grip. He looked at Lars 


when he didn't move. 

Its my fault" Said a shaky, scared voice. 

"What was?" Lars rubbed his head now, trying to get him to lean on him. 

"What happened to me." Kirk sniffled, still hiding his face. 

"What happened to you?" James got a squeeze from his hand. "Can you look at us? We don't care if you're 
crying. We just want to help." Kirk slowly lifted his head, eyes red from crying, tears streaming down his 
cheeks. 

"I. 'm so ashamed, and stupid for letting this happen" He spoke so low, they had to lean closer to hear him. 


"Kirk, you're scaring us. What is it?" Lars wiped Kirk's eyes with the sleeve of his hoodie. 


"| was sexually assaulted" He started crying again, not looking at either one of them. 


34. What Breaks Us 
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"What did you just say?" Lars was stunned. 


| was sexually assaulted" Kirk cleared his throat and inhaled sharply. "James, don't you have to get back?" He 


felt guilty. 


"No, | don't. They can find me if needed. This is what matters right now. Tell us who we have to hurt." James 


cracked his knuckles. 


lm warning you, James. The shit I'm about to say happened at the sex club. | know you aren't a fan of my 


kinky escapades." This was his chance to walk away, if he needed to. 


‘Its fine, | really want to know what happened.” James stretched his legs out and rested his back against the 


tree. 


“Alright, one time when me and Lani went, we were partying with these two guys. We'd never seen them 
before. They approached us, thinking we were hot. Steve was this muscular dude; neck was about as thick as 
this tree. Just massive. Then there was Doug who had more of your build, James. Maybe a little shorter. So 
anyway, we're having a drink and everyone's talking and shit. Lani's sideways in my lap, her legs stretched out 
onto the couch; has been this whole time. We start kissing and she's unbuttoning my shirt. The two of them 
start joking with us when she's touching my nipples. Saying, oh save some for us. We want to kiss you guys, 
too. We stop kissing, but she's still touching my chest and I've been stroking her thighs." Kirk paused to make 


sure they weren't weirded out. 


"They were telling a married couple they couldn't kiss?" Lars thought this was strange. "They didn't hurt her, 
did they?" 


"No, she was fine. We weren't married yet but engaged. But yea, we saw it as them saying it in a teasing 
manner. We're hanging out in the bar area. | start asking them about what they like. This was common if we'd 
never been with someone. Its not fun when you're in the heat of the moment and someone gets turned off by 
one of your preferences or vice versa They're into voyeurism and want to watch us have sex, basically while 
they jack off or whatever. Lani's been grinding on me the entire time we're having this conversation. At one 


point | moan, to which Steve gets pissy about. Saying they want a piece, too. | notice people all around us doing 


pretty much what she and | are doing. These two are the only ones who are just sitting there awkwardly." Kirk 


paused again to make sure they weren't scared off yet. 


"So, then what happened. Hey it stopped raining. Maybe we should go inside before it starts again" Lars said, 
just realizing his ass was soaking wet from sitting on the ground. 


"We can go back to your guys’ room. Let me just run to mine to grab dry clothes." James got up, and wiped 


some of the dirt off his ass. 


“Sure, come on" Lars stood up and grabbed Kirk's hands pulling him up. James watched when Kirk jumped up 
too fast, almost knocking them down. Kirk laughed hysterically and Lars smoothed back his damp curls, off his 
forehead and they hugged. 


They couldn't be, could they? James wondered. IT wouldn't be too far-fetched considering how hurt and 
bothered they were about Jason. 


Lars, there's a lot more to this story and how it's affected me since. | hope you won't be disgusted by me." 


Kirk said when they waited near the elevator for James. 

"| could never be disgusted by you. I'm disgusted by what happened to you, no one deserves that. Well, maybe 
a child rapist does, or an animal abuser. You get the point. I'm sorry | wasn't there when the attack came on 
He put his arm around him. 

"This time | wasn't frozen. | ran out right before it got bad. It's fine. You know stress brings it on. The girl who 
was speaking jolted it in my brain and it hit me. It hadn't come up in a very long time." James walked up to 


them in clean, dry clothes. 


"Ready? | called Nick and told him we'd catch up later. | needed to help you with a crisis. And our lunch will be 
delivered to the room if that's ok" He smiled as they got on the elevator. 


"That's really great of you, thanks." Kirk's voice got small, remembering how horribly wrong it ended. 


Lars grabbed a dry outfit as soon as they were in the room, going into the bathroom. "Gotta pee" He threw 
Kirk a dry towel before going in there. 


James sat in the armchair as Kirk started changing in front of him. He took off his wet t-shirt and tossed it 
on the floor. Raising his arm to dry himself, James saw a giant hickey under his armpit. At second glance, 
there were scratches on his chest and stomach. 


"James, why are you looking at me like that?" Kirk asked, putting on a dry shirt. 


"Lani gave you a nice send off, huh?" James laughed it off. 


"Yea, sure did" He played along and went into the bathroom as soon as Lars came out to finish changing. He 
felt like James was watching them. 


"So, where's that book you were reading, what's it about?" James looked around the room, not seeing any 
books hanging around. 


"Its in the bathroom. | took a shit this morning and was reading in there." Lars sat on the unmade bed. "Do 
you want to borrow it?" He pulled the sheet over their discarded underwear from the previous night. Kirk 
came out of the bathroom then. 


"You made the bed this morning, huh?" James asked him. Gesturing when he sat on the bed with Lars. 


"Yea, I'm sitting here so | don't mess it up." Man, the two of them were up to something. "Now that I've had 
that mental break and we're all dry, time for the rest of the story." Kirk got comfy against the headboard. 


“Alright, we're listening. But why did you find it strange that they weren't making out?" Lars had wondered 
that. 


"Well, at least hold hands, something. | can see if it's your first time there. But they barely even looked at 
each other. So anyway, | bring that up. | tell them it would get me hot to see them kissing. Steve is nervous 
about it at first, but then lets Doug kiss him. Pretty soon, I'm about to tell Lani maybe we should find 
someore else. They had zero chemistry. But suddenly, Steve is groping Doug's dick inside his pants. We decided 
to take things into one of the rooms. You guys cool, so far?" Kirk saw James blush while Lars sat there, 


riveted. 
"Yea, go on" Lars was fascinated, but not about the assault part. James just nodded. 


"Ok, so we get up and Steve's eyes are on my boner. | ask him if he likes what he sees while Lani runs her 
hand along it and licks her lips. He says he wants to see it and touch it, too. So now we're in the room and 
Doug says he wants to watch me go down on her while he jerks me off. Me and Lani are getting into it while 
Doug's touching and kissing us. We're doing the same to him. Steve is sitting in a chair in the corner, not even 
getting naked while we're all on the bed. I'm kissing Lani's neck, so | whisper and tell her to fake it. She's 
onboard. Its something we do if we're not feeling someone, we take shortcuts where we can. | could do without 
Steve. She gives a convincing performance then grabs me saying how much she wants to be fucked now. 


Between the grinding earlier, and Doug's expert touching she'll make me cum in no time." Kirk cleared his 


throat. 
"Why didn't you guys just say you weren't interested?" James raised a good question 
"Well, you don't want to make other people feel insecure. It's already a daunting place if you're new to it. It was 


just Steve that was a little creepy. The only time we've stopped before anything happened is if someone 
changes what you talked about without consent. Or they hurt you." Kirk waited until they both understood. 


"So, we just started having sex and Doug offers up his cock to Lani, she accepts. The three of us are in our 
own world, Doug and | are even kissing at times, we're all getting into it. | asked Steve if he wanted to join us. 
He comes over and wants to finger me after he got undressed. | said sure and told him to use lots of lube. 
He's working me and | can see how hard he is. I'm touching his chest, teasing his nipples since he's at our sides. 
| want to touch his leaking cock, so he lets me. | thought I'd finally gotten Steve to relax and have fun. We're 
all touching each other and moaning and enjoying it. Then he finds my spot which is good since | can tell she's 
close and we can be done with this. Everyone is close, but not him. Steve proceeds to push hard on my 
prostate, thinking it was a mistake, | laugh it off. | asked him to ease up because now its uncomfortable. He 
grumbles something to himself then stops all together. The three of us finish and | turn my attention to 
Steve. I'm talking dirty with him, jerking him off, playing with his balls. Anything to make this guy cum. After 
he's done, | tell them we had fun and that we're going home. Lani plays along and Doug is fine with our decision 
She's going to the bathroom and Doug's already dressed and says he'll wait for Steve at the bar. Then that's 
when it all went down" Kirk sighed and took a deep breath. 


"You can tell us, Kirk" Lars put a comforting hand on his. 


"Steve's cleaned up now and about to get dressed. | was wiping the lube off myself when he grabs me from 
behind. | tried to squirm away, but he's holding on so tight, | bite his arm. He turns me around and head butts 
me so hard, my vision blurred. | fall back onto the bed, and he holds my arms down and manages to pry my 
legs open. l'm on my back, so out of it, like I'm drunk. He grabs a giant butt plug and shoves it inside me so 
hard, to the base. | scream like I've never screamed. Starts asking how | like it and if its still too rough for 


me." Kirk stopped, composing himself when his eyes watered. 


"Holy shit Kirk. How did you get away?" James sat on the bed with them then and Lars put his arm around 
Kirk. "Breathe." He felt his legs shake. 


"At first no one came, but then | started yelling help and rape at the top of my lungs as he kept doing it. Then 
people knew it was serious and not a scream of pleasure. Two of the bouncers busted in there and grabbed 
him immediately. They had to hit him with one of the paddles in the room cuz he was trying to fight them. 
Lani came running in and they'd already called Il. She covered me up and told me | was curled up on my side, 
shaking. There was blood on my thigh, she said" Kirk needed to stop again 


"That piece of shit. Tell me he went to jail" Lars held him tighter. 


"He did. | went to the hospital to get checked out. Doctor said if | didn't have some lubrication already, there 
would've been serious damage. The blood was from a minor cut that he caused. | had a concussion, too. | was 
lucky he didn't crack my skull. | stayed overnight so they could watch me. That was about four years ago, give 
or take..." His voice trailed off. 


"What happened to Steve?" James wondered why they never heard Kirk mention any legal troubles. 


"Oh, right. You see, Steve was deported. He was on probation for something. Petty theft, | can't remember. But 
he violated probation So, bye fucker, back to Mexico you go. And that's why | haven't been back there or any 


place like it since." Kirk was actually relieved for telling them. The shame dissipated as he heard himself tell the 
story. One he'd never repeated since telling Lani and the police. 


Its not your fault and you're not stupid. You were violated Kirk. | hope something just as bad happens to him." 
James clenched his jaw at the thought of anyone he cared about being in that manner. "You can hold up your 
head now with dignity and self-respect, right? You've come out stronger, be proud of that" 


"That's what Lani tells me. | have nightmares about it when l'm super stressed, but its gotten better. She's 
always going to carry guilt over walking out of the room. But I'm kind of glad she did. For all | know he could've 
knocked her out. He was crazy and could snap her in half. Lars, you've been quiet, what is it?" Kirk nudged his 


arm. 


"Nothing, I'm happy you're fine. | don't think | have any questions, because you answered more than everything 


we were wondering about. Right James?" 


"For sure, but you talk about it anytime you need to with us." There was a knock on the door. "I think its our 
lunch." James answered and it was. 


"Thanks guys, l'm happy | told you. | didn't want to do a summary then go back and have a Q€A, easier to say 
it up front. | was scared you'd think less of me." Kirk tasted his baked potato after the food arrived. 


‘Of course not" Lars wanted to put him in a bubble and shield him from anything bad. They all ate in a 


somber mood. 


‘lm a ray of sunshine today, huh?" Kirk laughed. "I didn't think I'd have a panic attack here. Did | screw up your 
routine, James? Fuckll" He felt so bad. 


"Dude, don't worry about it. Really, sometimes | need a break from sharing and meetings, and listening to 
another negative story from other people. Except this. | know you and you needed me, and I'm here." James 
took a bite of his burger. “But after this l'm going to my afternoon prayer class. You guys don't have to come 


unless you want to. It lasts about 45 minutes. Then we meet up with Nick" 


"Yea, ok" Lars said absentmindedly. After they finished their lunch, James left for his prayer group. Kirk came 
out of the bathroom and Lars pulled him into the tightest hug. 


"Hey, what's wrong?" Kirk held his face seeing the sadness. 
"I'm sorry." Lars whispered. 
"For what? None of it is your fault.” 


"That it happened to you. There's no pressure for us, either. I'm sorry | suggested having sex here. When 


you're ready." Lars told him. 


"You didn't know. To be honest, | thought about it for a split second, but my plans trump this. You're going to 
be happy. Kirk gave him a soft kiss. 


"l'Il be happy just to be with you. | don't need anything fancy. | could never hurt you like that in a million years, 
or anyone else for that matter." He clung to Kirk, giving him light kisses on his cheeks. 


| need to tell you something else. It's nothing like what | just told you." Lars's eyes were wide with curiosity. 


"That's the other reason why | didn't fight for us as hard. Because that happened to me. Let's sit” They sat at 
the foot of the bed, Kirk holding his hand. "Yea, I've been with other guys as you know. Made out, hand jobs, 
messed around with sex toys and fingers. But that's it. The reason | never went further like blow jobs, 
rimming, or sex is because to me that's too intimate. Ever since we started messing around way back when, | 
always wanted you to be the first guy I'd do those things with. | trusted you wholeheartedly. | wanted to 
experience it on that level with you." Kirk brushed his cheek. "Then that crushed me. So much that | couldn't 
sleep in bed with Lani for weeks. Not because | didn’t love her, but | felt ashamed and disgusted with myself. It 
was months before we had sex again. | buried everything | felt for you deep down. After all, | was getting 
married and wanted to strengthen my relationship with her." Kirk cried silently, finally telling Lars why he gave 
up suddenly on them. 


‘lm here now and we're going to share all of that soon. That's why you didn't show up that night at the hotel 
| got us?" Everything was clicking together now. 


"Pretty much. | know | led you on, | know it was shitty of me. | never want to hurt you again. | lied to you 
then, all the time. | contemplated breaking off my engagement back then but talked myself out of it. You were 
married and | couldn't ask you to leave her..." Lars put his finger to Kirk's lips. 


"| would've. In a fucking heartbeat, Kirk. You have no idea how tortured | was. Then you got married and | 
thought, fuck its really done. We're really done." Kirk kissed him and they fell back on the bed. Lars wiped 


Kirk's face when they came up for air. 


| have the journals with me. | need some air, if that's alright with you. So, I'm leaving them with you. | tagged 
them with post-its. The yellow are all emotional passages. The blue are sexual passages. | recommend the 
yellow for right now. | don't think | can tell you what they say because | might fall apart. It's too much right 


now." Lars took them out of his suitcase. 
"Are you mad?" Kirk knew he was in a fragile headspace. 


"Yea, because we're idiots. When | come back, we'll finish talking, | promise. Twenty minutes, you're a fast 


reader. Please, do this for me Kirk" He threw them on the bed. 


“Twenty minutes, see you then" Kirk smiled at him after they kissed. Kirk settled in fluffing the pillows and put 
the journals next to him. He started reading through some of the earlier passages he had tagged. How they 


met, what his first impressions were of Kirk. How cute he thought he was...for a guy. Kirk laughed. 


Mostly he mentioned how easy he was to be with, and how great he was on stage. He seemed to fit right into 
the band. He said he loved playing with him because of his dedication. Lars said they were quickly becoming 
close friends, which made him happy, being an only child. He felt like they were connecting. 


‘November 18, 1184. Paris, France. Were still on tour. Duhl! Today is Kirk's 22nd birthday. We had a kick ass show 
and when we got off stage, we dumped Gatorade on his head and fucked with him. He took it well He was kind of 
sad, it being his birthday and all 


| asked him why. He fold me it was nothing | kept pestering him until he told me, of course. He wanted a kiss. For 
his birthday. He missed his girl back home and he just wanted a simple kiss. Joking around, | kissed his cheek He 
started laughing. | asked him what was funny about that? | gave him a kiss He says, No Lars, not that kind of kiss’ 
He's blushing, staring at his feet all shy. 


/ turn to him then, raise his chin and plant one on him. At first, he froze, and my stomach is in knots until he's 
moving his mouth. Slowly and carefully until we start fo breathe heavily. | break the kiss when he starts moaning, 
freaking out. Hs hands are still around my waist and mine are wrapped up in his sweat and Gatorade-soaked hair. 
Were staring at each other; no words exchanged and go in for another one. This one's deeper than the first. | cant 
believe Im Kissing a guy. Ive never done this before. But he's such a good kisser with the plumpest lps ve ever felt 
After the kiss he smiles shyly at me. | ask him if | made up for him being sad and | hope his birthday is one he 
won't forget. He thanks me then says he’s all sticky and wants fo shower. 


He's my friend and he's all | can think about when Im trying to go to sleep. | wonder if he's kissed dudes before. | 
dont know if | should ask him. He could kick my ass. | cant let it happen again Unless he initiates it. NO, what if he's 
not into it as much as | am? But I like girls, and | kissed a guy. A drop-dead gorgeous guy with wild hair, the 
skinniest chest and roundest ass. A guy with the sweetest dimples and amazing dark brown eyes. Stop it, Lars. A 
guy who's already changed my life since we've been friends." 


35. Quarter After One 


Author's Notes: 
The title to this fic is mentioned in this chapter, in one of Lars's entries. Big stuff happens here, grab your 


tissues if you're a romantic sap!! Enjoy and thanks for reading!! 


Kirk could picture it in his head, even what they were wearing. That was a first kiss he would never forget. He 
smiled flipping through the pages when he remembered how naive and somewhat innocent, they were back 
then. To this day, he'd never forgotten the look Lars gave him before that second kiss. He read more entries 
like that one where he could see them evolving, a lot of drunken kissing and groping ensued. A lot more of Lars 
being confused in what he wanted from him. Every time they got close to each other, he second guessed his 
feelings. 


Lars said in a couple of entries how he hated keeping his feelings from him. He did it to protect them. Lars 
didn't want them to become exploited on a very personal level. Especially form James. He'd use it against them. 


He also knew Kirk was holding back and thought it was also a defense mechanism for him. 


Lars was deeply turmoiled about wanting another man. He mentioned being with other men on a physical level, 
but it wasn't the same. No one made him feel whole, the way Kirk did. It was always more than physical with 
him. He feared that, didn't want to fuck it up. Kirk needed to close the journal for a minute. Lars had been 
right; it was too much. He wanted Lars to come back, even if he wasn't finished reading. He looked at the time, 


he'd be back in ten minutes. He opened the journal again 


Kirk skipped over the one tagged around Cliffs death because Lars instructed him to read it last. He decided to 
skip to where it started to become intense for them. The touring around the Black album was relentless. There 


was so much crazy shit happening behind the scenes. 


‘March |b, 1192, Orlando, Fl I dont have much time cuz we're getting ready to go on stage. Did the whole video 
before the Metallmovie. Kirk came over as he offen does, all coked up, and sat in my lap. Shirts open, Im grabbing 
his chest, he's giggling ike a fool We're joking around and he says he's bi Im his bi lover. | could kill hm. He can say 
whatever he wants about his sexuality, but he shouldn't put me in that position | know | egged him on saying | fold 
the crowd he's a heterosexual | didn’t think thats where he'd take it, James is pissed at him. Me and Jason have to 
keep him from choking Kirk. Great. And he's mad at me for going along with it." 


Kirk felt terrible looking back at that. He was just fucking around, not thinking Lars would be so sensitive about 
a joke. He kept reading about their debauchery during those times. Kirk gets to the Load recordings and that's 
a minefield. Lars was finally comfortable enough to really go at it with him in public. None of it being an act. 
Kirk knew that now. Lars would say to the press, it was just role playing, just an act. Part of Kirk started to 


believe that in some ways. 


But when no one was looking, he was still very torn on the inside. Still guarding his most private emotions. He 
read how much James made him feel inferior when he'd make comments about his sexuality. Lars would slip 
into periods of depression, confused and coked up for days at a time. It made him happy until he forgot why 
he was bingeing in the first place. 


‘December 27, 19%.My birthday was yesterday. It was low key, which is fine. Skylar is sick with a cold Thinks she 
caught it over Christmas. She better not get me sick; wewe got a show in 2 daysl! We're on a short break stil. Its 
getting closer to my wedding and when | mention it, Kirk gets quiet 


He sounded sad when I talked to him last night. He called and we talked for a while. Won't tell me what's wrong 
then changes the subject. But he fells me he cant wait to see me; he's got a present for me. | already got a 
present from him. He says no Lars. That was Christmas, Ive gotta give you your Birthday present.’ 


tm excited, cant wait to see you either. Not because of gifts. But | want fo hug you when we say hi to each 

other. | want fo feel you breathe against me. To smell your hair. To get high and be up all night talking with you 
about anything. To kiss you and just hang out.’ He gets all shy after | say those things, says Im going to love the 
gift. | cant wait to fuck with him on stage, loving how people think its an act. If they only knew how I truly felt. 


How much it hurts to see his reaction around me and Skylar. It hurts me to see him and Lani together. Maybe it 
won't last, they're only dating Yea sure..he's nuts about her. Maybe he's over us and doesnt want to hurt me. | 
doubt it with how he sounded on the phone." 


This next one is what really started to break Kirk's heart. It was about the night he stood Lars up at the 
hotel. 


"October 3, 1997, San Francisco, CA. Im sitting here, waiting for Kirk. Im on pins and needles. | got us the nicest suite 
at the Four Seasons with breath taking views. He hasnt been himself lately and | want to do something nice for 
him. He's been doing a lot of coke lately and hiding his depression. | wish | knew why he's depressed. 


The candles are lit, | have champagne on ice and a time picked for our dinner to arrive. For dessert a succulent 


chocolate souffle that | ordered ahead. There's slow, relaxing music playing. h the bathroom, more candles, a box of 


chocolates and a relaxing bubble bath When he gets here, Hi fill up the whirlpool tub. 


We've been playing this game for too long Im laying it all out there. Im done hiding from him. Im done with us 
holding back. | hope this is a new start for us. 


| know Ive been married for only nine months. | should've postponed it, | wanted to. No matter who Im with, no one 
is Kirk. No one comes close. Thats why he needs to know how much | want him and how much | care about him. | 
have no expectations from him, | just want to have this night and tell him everything He should be here soon Im 
excited, | hope he likes everything." 


"He got me a fucking suite???" Kirk blurted out. He remembered calling Lars to tell him he couldn't make it. 
He'd lied, telling him something had happened to someone in his family. Lars sounded upset, but of course, told 
him it was no big deal. He'd been devastated. 


Kirk's head was ready to explode when he got to the last two passages Lars had marked off. This trip down 
memory lane was like adding salt to a wound at times. At other times it was sweet and romantic how deeply 


he cared for him. 


February | 1998, Honolulu, Hawai, Kirk and Lani were married yesterday. It was a beautiful day, perfect weather. 
The festivities capped off a fun week we've all had here. The party lasted until early this morning 


The bride was gorgeous in her dress, so happy, so in love with Kirk. The groom, well, he was beautiful, flawless. 
Always has been That smile could light up the darkest night. Even when he was nervous reciting his vows, he was 


captivating. Hs stuttering was minimal 


But its over. | need to move on, | know that. It hurts, letting him go. He's already let me go, since last summer. | 
tried fo hold on I let it happen, let my soulmate slp through my fingers. But Im always going To love him. 


Í could never tell him because | was so scared of rejection Scared of what could come of if. | thought by keeping it 
to myself, it wouldn't be as painful. Looking back, | think he feels the same. That will always be my biggest regret." 


Kirk couldn't take it anymore. He was his soulmate?? That was more surprising to know besides loving him. He 
could always sense it, but never verbalize it. He wanted him there before he ripped his hair out from going 
stir crazy. Kirk remembered there was one entry left to read. He sighed, trying to hold back his tears and 


emotions. 


‘September 29, 1786, living hell../ don’t know if lm coming or going. None of us do. James keeps drinking himself fo 
sleep. Kirk is a crying ball of nerves. Im somewhere in between. | can't believe Cliff is gone and we watched it 
happen. | just want to go home and never get out of bed 


Its a quarter after one, | cant sleep. At least Kirk's finally sleeping for longer than a half hour at a time. He needs 
fo understand its not his fault. It shouldnt have been him, or anyone else. | want to take his pain away. All of our 
pain He snuggles closer to me, | stop, watching him sleep. | gently put my arm around him. Stroking his hair, | want 
fo hold him forever because hife is too short | want to hold him and tell him Im falling in love with him. Now's not 


a good time..he's finally resting" 


Kirk just stared at the journal, not noticing Lars had come back. He cleared his throat, approaching the bed. He 
looked up at him and couldn't hold back the tears anymore, shaking his head. 


"Hey, don't do that" Lars said softly, sitting at his side, facing him. Kirk grabbed his shoulders, looked him 
straight in the eye. 


"Say it, please. | need to hear you say it." He pleaded; eyes filled with pain. Lars nodded and took his hand, 


swallowing the knot in his throat. 


‘| love you, Kirk. Plain and simple." Lars's voice was thick with emotion He couldn't describe what he felt at 


that moment, except that it was right. 


‘| love you, Lars. So damn much, it hurts." He wiped his eyes with the back of his hand. Lars held his face, 
pulling him closer. They kissed slowly, so tenderly. Kirk pulled him closer, hugging him to his chest. 


"You alright?" Lars felt him shiver. 
"That gave me chills, the best kind. You've been in love with me for fifteen years?" Kirk was so overwhelmed. 


"You make it sound like that's a long time." Lars laughed. "Yea, give or take. It was too much, huh? Those were 


the longest twenty minutes of my life. Talk about nerve-wracking.” 


"Who are you telling? It's not every day you find out you're someone's soulmate. Fifteen years, shit Lars. God, 
we sound like a fucking Nicholas Sparks movie or something.” Kirk wanted to curl up in bed with him for the 


rest of the day, but they had to meet up with James. 


| was going to pour my heart out to you that night. | meant what | said earlier about Skylar, | would've left 
her if | knew you were all in" He rubbed his eyes out of exasperation 


‘lm sorry | didn't go. But now you know the real reason why | couldn't. It sounded like we would've had an 
amazing time. | probably would've given you everything in return. | have a secret" Kirk asked him to come 
closer. "You're my soulmate, too." He whispered, kissing the shell of his ear. Lars laughed when it tickled. Kirk 


continued giving him featherlike kisses, moving down his neck. 


"We've got to..um..."Lars lost all his thoughts when Kirk was licking this spot near his Adam's apple. He found 
out last night how aroused it made him. Lars layed back with him on top. 


"What were you saying?" He asked, hands under his shirt. 
"| don't want you to get me all horny. We have to go. Rain check, tonight. Besides | get the feeling we're not 
done talking. | know, | pulled you on top of me. | now see what a bad idea that was." Lars was ecstatic, though. 


For once, their timing synced up. The phone rang then. 


It was James saying he needed about a half hour more at the prayer group. Lars was happy when Kirk told 


him because this conversation wasn't over. He snuggled up to Lars, arm draped across his waist. 


"Kirk, | have a question for you. Since | bared my soul to you, when did you know you loved me?" Lars rubbed 


his arm. 


"Funny you ask. We were fighting about something really stupid. | think it was one of our let's drink to wrestle 
times. Well, James barreled into my side with his head. Maybe he was trying to tackle me? Not sure, but | 
went flying into the stack of crates that had all your crap in it" Lars laughed as he told the story, because he 
knew exactly what he was talking about. "| ended up on the floor after my ribs got jabbed pretty hard. 
Anyway, | wasn't moving. You and Cliff help me up and l'm holding my stomach cuz l'm going to puke. But | 
needed ice for my pain" Now Kirk was laughing at how stupid they were. 


"You're right. So, we get you to the toilet and you practically shove your head in there. Cliff manages to find 
you ice and shoves it inside your shirt. Wait, no, he got snow from outside because we were in Denmark. 
That's when we recorded ‘Master Of Puppets: So, what happened then?" Lars recalled how drunk Kirk was, 
falling like that made the puke come quicker. 


"You stayed with me. After | was done puking, | layed down on the floor. You put my head in your lap, and you 
held the snow in place until it melted all over us. We fell asleep in that bathroom. Remember waking up 
wondering why we were wet? | tried to get up, but it hurt so bad. You looked at the crazy bruise | had on my 
side and helped me lay down in bed. We were so stiff from sleeping on the floor. You were doubled over me. 
James was passed out and Cliff had smoked himself silly. You layed with me in case | needed anything. | think 
you were as cold as | was and wanted the body heat. | thought to myself how lucky | was to have you as a 
friend. That if | wasn't gross from puking how much | wanted to kiss you because | was scared. Scared to say | 


loved you, so | wanted to kiss you instead" Kirk looked deep in his eyes. "That's when | knew.’ 


"Wow, so that long, too then. I'm sorry we waited so long. | love you. I'm going to tell you every day." Lars 


kissed him. 


"| love you, too. Saying it feels right, you feel right" Kirk moved closer again, shoving their chests and mouths 
together. They were getting lost in the moment. 


"It feels amazing." Lars whispered, "I'm sorry | couldn't figure it out then. | was my own worst enemy. | know | 
could've gone to you with my confusion. We were both scared of the same thing. We didn't want to lose each 

other. | was so gutted after that night when you didn't show. | lost my nerve after that, maybe it was a sign, 
| thought" Lars sighed. 


"Hey, | wasn't perfect, either. It kills me how much pain you were in. | caused that pain. I'm sorry. | knew you 
were holding back; | should've pushed. It only made me hide my true self. You're right, it tore me up seeing 
you guys together back then. It felt like a slap in the face when you proposed to her. | thought | had to 
protect myself by pushing you away. | tried to hide my depression. Lani only helped so much. All of the 
positive things in my life couldn't replace you." Kirk wanted to make it up to him. 


"Then | got assaulted and the shame consumed me so much, every time we got close to getting physical, my 
stomach turned. Because | felt disgusted with myself. How could you be attracted to me? | thought | should've 
known better, and I'd been too reckless, | got what was coming to me. How could | think | deserved you? The 
last time I'd felt that low was after Cliff died" Kirk had been fighting back his tears again. He sat up, taking a 


deep, calming breath. Lars rubbed his back after finding some tissues. 


"You're so tense. I'm as much to blame for the pain | dealt with. You don't have to be afraid anymore. You're 
not disgusting, you didn't deserve what happened. No more hiding. Please, ask for help if you're depressed. From 
me, Lani, whoever. | don't care as long as you're getting help, promise?" Lars kissed the top of his head when 
he rested it on his shoulder. 


| promise." Even though he felt vulnerable, Kirk also felt at peace. 
"We do sound like a Nicholas Sparks movie." Lars chuckled. "l'm happy we talked; it was overdue." 


"Agreed. About fifteen years overdue. | feel like a huge weight has been lifted" Kirk kissed him then. "I wish it 


was later and we were getting into bed" He said in between kisses. 


"Me too, I'd undress you slowly. Then I'd massage your back." Lars invaded his mouth with his tongue. Kirk was 


moaning now sitting on his lap. 


"I'd love that. How about we massage each other, see how long we can go without getting frisky." Kirk grinded 


his ass into Lars, punctuating the sentence. 


"Holy shit, | keep getting sucked in. | have to use the bathroom. You're a trap." Lars smacked his ass playfully. 
Kirk followed him into the bathroom. 


‘I'm a trap? You should fucking talk If you knew everything | wanted to do to you...no, I'll be good" Kirk put his 


hands up, feigning innocence. 


"The rest of the day is going to drag now, but at least we'll have distractions." Kirk went to put eye drops in 
after splashing water on his face. "Now | don't look like an emotional wreck" He smiled at the mirror. 


"You look great" Lars caught his eye in the mirror, smiling. "I'm going to clean up." Lars put the journals away 


and anything else that could be incriminating should James get suspicious again. 
"We should tell him about us, don't you think?" Lars picked up his dirty clothes, putting them in a laundry bag. 
"| guess, but it could be fun, watching him trying to catch us. Oh shit, the letter. | meant to give it to him 


when he was herel!" Kirk took it out of the nightstand drawer and put it on the table. A few minutes later, 
James knocked at the door. 


